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" He aft would sing his lassie's praise, / ~*J j 

Wi a' his native bums and braes, / J 

And link them up in rustic rhyme, 
To answer his loud chaunter's time : O J 

Or sing, in rude and bolder lays, *' ( 

Some follies o' our modern days." 
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ADVERTISEMENT 

TO THE 
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The following pieces were chiefly com- 
posed as a consolation in the Author's 
solitary wanderings through ; the wild 
and beautiful scenery of his native coun- 
ty. In them he has attempted to de- 
lineate such of her pastoral graces a» 
chanced to attract hi* untutored fency, 
and also to draw a sketch of the senti- 
menta and > manners .of a valuable class 
of the community,; namely*? those that 
surround* in social circle, the farmer's 
ingle. How far . thip > is i accomplished, 
the public must now determine. » He is 
well aware.that the. whole would half 
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required the polish of a more masterly • 
hand, particularly in this meridian 
poetry and criticism: he doubts not, 
however, but that those who are the 
most capable of judging,, will be the 
readiest to forgive the frailties of the^ 
unlettered muse, thoughtlessly straying 
in the humbler walks of life. Though 
he does not offer himself to the public 
at the request of friends, from the Vain 
affectation of reforming the age, nor al- 
together from the darling wish of poet* 
— the love of fame ; yet heia not with* 1 
out a secret hope that the compositions 
which have sometimes yielded to his 
own mind a silent pleasure* may prove 
toothers an innocent amusement for a 
. vacant hour ; and that congenial spirits, 
who make no pretension* to a gaperfine 
thste, or critical nicety r may sometime* 
recognize in them a picture of their own 
Jfpelihgft, and some rude, but true sketches 
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of nature* But should he in thurbe dis* 
appointed, like many of hia song-smitten 
brethren, the worst is only to muster up 
a little patience and resignation, to see 
some of his youthful dreams, the vision-* 
ary children of his brain x soberly laid. in 
the cradle of oblivion. 

Before taking a final leave, however; 
the Author is happy to have the pleasure 
of expressing his grateful acknowledg- 
ments to the celebrated Mr Hogg, for 
his generous and unwearied attention, 
since the Author come to Edinburgh*, 
where he was almost friendless and un- 
known. He also returns his warmest 
wishes. to his very numerous and respect- 
able list of Subscribers, and in particular 
to friends among his native Braes of Gal* 
loway. It has long been a striking fea- 
ture in the character of his countrymen, 
that their minds are ever open to the 
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slightest dawn of genius, and their fie 
ings ready to sympathize with the stn 
ger and unprotected. That they it 
long retain their unaffected kindness c 
native simplicity of heart, is the sine 
wish of 

Their truly grateful, 

and humble servant, 



W. K 



QUBHifgHiLt, near Kirkcudsbiobt, 

April 15, 1814. 
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In penning a notice of the life and for- 
tunes, future prospects and present cir- 
cumstances of the Galloway Bard, Wil- 
liam Nicholson, the first remark I have 
to offer is, that his mind is a piece of 
excellent soil, which has been lost, in a 
greater or less degree, from the want o£ 
proper cultivation. Though a man of 
genius, and taste too, he received almost 
no education, — writes a very wretched 
band — spells on the natural or intuitive 
principle recommended by the late Dr 
Elphinston, — and is nearly as ignorant 
of the rules of syntax, as he is of the 
language spoken in the city of Timbuc- 
ioo A : In communicating with his printer, 



4 LIFE OF THE AUTHOR. 

he requires on interpreter, as our ambas- 
sadors do in conversing with the Rett 
Effendi. But no man is bound to write 
" like copperplate," even though he has 
been half his life at school. The very 
first of our modern critics pens his arti- 
cles at the full gallop ; and if we may 
credit the gossip of printer's devils, his 
manuscripts are as great a puzzle to 
the trade, as the most ancient specimens 
of Egyptian hieroglyphics. One man, 
however, has got into the secret, and is 
paid extra for setting them up : and tf 
the great Mr requires an interpre- 
ter, who would grudge one to William 
Nicholson ? Galloway is a very intelli- 
gent country, and persons possessing 
clerkly learning are to be found, we 
understand, in every parish. And here 
I must protest against an inference that 
has been sometimes drawn in my own 
hearing — namely, that because Nichol- 
son happens to be no scholar himself, 
he requires more than an amanuen- 
sitf: or, in other words, that his poems 
»fc been greatly helped by others.— 
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The. reverse is the fact : and in saying 
this, so far from speaking without book, 
I have the warrant of those who have 
known him longest and befriended him 
most., His writings have a good deal 
of mannerism abou t them, and in every 
instance father themselves ; the concep- 
tion, execution, cast of thought, and 
turn of expression, are all his own ; and 
her merely needs the aid of a penman 
and typographer in communicating with 
his friends and patrons, the public. The 
diffusion of knowledge has increased the 
desire of literary distinction, while com- 
petition has lessened the means of grati- 
fying it.: to court fame is quite as com- 
mon as to. co vet gold; and these, in a 
word, are not the times when persons 
possessing a. taste for authorship hide 
their light under a bushel, and devote 
their talents to the generous purpose of 
building up a reputation for others. 

William Nicholson is a native of Gal- 
loway, — a district which borders with 
.the county pf Ayr, and which the poet 
$urng, had he known it thoroughly, 

a2 
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might have well included in his well- 
known eulogy anent " honest men and 
bonny lasses/' He was born at Tani* 
maus, in the parish of Borgue, in All* 
gust, 1783. His father was first a car- 
rier, next a small farmer, and latterly a 
publican at the village of Red Lion. He 
married rather early in life; and hi* 
spouse resembled Mr Hogg's mother in 
not a few of those qualities which at- 
tracted the notice of Sir Walter Scott* 
and were of great service to him while 
collecting materials for his celebrated 
Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border.— 
From her the poet believes he inherited 
his poetical temperament. Her memory 
was most tenacious, and she had care* 
fully treasured a prodigious stock of le- 
gendary lore. A decayed hawthorn tree 
still remains, under which she used to 
sit when the weather was fine, " twining 
out a thread wi* little din/' and repeating 
whole blads of the " Pilgrim's Progress,'* 
" Gentle Shepherd," and Burns* Poems, 
which were just then becoming known 
to the Scottish peasantry. Burns she 
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regarded as a most extraordinary man * y 
and she had even discernment enough 
to perceive that his name, so far from 
htfring gathered all its fame, would be 
orowned more and more both with liv- 
ing and posthumous honours, as the 
world advanced in intelligence and wis* 
dom. The metrical version of the 
Psalms of David, Mrs Nicholson could 
repeat from beginning to end, and the 
same thing may be said of Ramsay's ce- 
lebrated Gentle Shepherd. Thus nur- 
tured, it is not wonderful that her son's 
mind was early imbued with a love of 
long, or that he should still cherish with 
the most endearing fondness, the memo* 
ry of his gifted and excellent parent. 

Mrs Nicholson bore to her husband 
eight children ; and William, who was 
the youngest, became so great a favour- 
ite with his father, that he believes he 
suffered from over-indulgence. " While 
very young," if I may be permitted to 
use the language of a friend, "his father 
removed from Tanimaus to Kempleton, 
in the parish of Twynholm. Here an 
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incident occurred similar to th*t whicfc 
had nearly proved fatal to the infaqfc 
Burns. The house fell, and but for on$ 
couple happening to stand fast, he aa& 
his father must, have been buried in th$ 
ruins, and the charms of Betty Made]* 
Ian, the. Country Lass, as well as those 
of *Aiken-drum, the Brownie of Blqd-. , 
noch, remained unsung. The treache? 
rous cottage was allowed to remain ii} 
ruins, and the family of the bard crossed 
the Tarf, and took up their residence at 
Barncrosh, in the neighbouring parish of 
Tongland, where William was first put 
to school under the care of, Mr Kelly ( 
who still continues to be a respectably 
teacher at . the village of Ringford, or 
Red Lion, about four miles from.Kirk- 
cudbright. The elementary part of 
William's education was very limited) 
both as to extent and duration. Natu- 
rally indolent, he disliked the trouble of 
attending school ; and though his fondr 
ness for books was coeval with his capa- 
bility for reading them, yet the idea of 
being tasked to a regular routine of 
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iool duties, was, under the laxity of 
i father's discipline, a thing to which 
never could bring himself to submit, 
le consequence was, that after simply 
rning to read indifferently, and gain- 
r a very slight knowledge of the com- 
mest rules of arithmetic — a science 
rich he held in abhorrence — he bade 
•ewell to school, never to return to it 
>re. Indeed, if the truth may be told, 
ring the younger part of his life, and 
til after he had composed by far the 
sater part of the poetry which he has 
«e given to the public, regular learn- 
r of every description was viewed by 
cholson as entitled to the notice of 
noes onlv. He considered that men 
genius ought to remain unincumbered 
the trammels of grammar, and such 
e pedantic accomplishments ; and that 
sir own efforts were sufficient to con- 
ct them to the summit of " Fame's 
oud temple,' 9 without the least assist- 
ce from schools or colleges, beyond 
iat is contained in a knowledge of the 
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elements of their mother tongue. TV* • 
Mich a height did he carry this favourif* ' 
whim- wham, that when he had resolved 
upon publishing his poems, and when, 
in the course of making out a fair copy 
for the press, it became necessary to rec- 
tify a few occasional slips which had 
erept into his manuscript, he set himself 
in sturdy opposition to the measure ; 
and it was not until he had consulted, 
several pretty high authorities,. that hi& 
friends were permitted to go on witk 
what he considered to be quite a hyper- 
critical piece of labour. It is but doing, 
him justice, however, to state, .th&t byi 
the time he had published his book — ■ 
having then witnessed the minute atten-» 
tion that is paid to these particulars by* 
sucii as have the management of the 
press, — his mania against , ' moods and 
tenses' began gradually to subside ; and- 
tb^re is every reason to believe that at 
this day, though he entertains no very 
high opinion of grammar, or gramma- 
rians either, he is at least satisfied that 
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such men and such studies should enjoy 
a sort of tolerated existence. 
• €€ Genius, however, will not lie long 
concealed j for though William's educa- 
tion was, as you have seen, of the most 
imperfect description, his mind was not 
of that order that contentedly yields it- 
self over to the dominion of ignorance. 
Songs, ballads, penny bistcrie^-every 
kind of mental food, in short, which 
oame within his reach,— was eagerly 
seized upon, and devoured with an avi- 
dity known only to the neglected boy 
of genius, whose thirst of • knowledge is 
rendered tenfold more exquisite by the 
difficulty with which its demands have 
to be supplied. The very circumstances 
which checked his progress while at 
school, had a contrary effect upon him 
now that he had become a solitary stu- 
dent. Superadded to his native indo- 
lence, and probably in a considerable 
degree the cause of it, he laboured under 
a defect of vision, which, when reading, 
obliged him to bring the book almost in 
ooatact with the most prominent part 
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of his face, — a circumstance which did 
not fail to excite the risible emotions of 
his class-fellows, and disgust the feel- 
ings of the sensitive boy ; while that 
indolence which made him shrink from 
the acquisition of his regular task, was 
soothed and gratified by a licence which 
he felt to be unbounded when compared 
with his former restraints. A favourite 
book dreamed over, if I may use the ex- 
pression, on a sunny summer day, upon 
the broomy banks of his favourite Tarf, 
was a very different affair, to one of 
William's peculiar turn of mind, from 
that of being pent up in a school-room, 
exposed to the merriment of a set of 
mischievous urchiiis, with whom nature, 
in a great measure, had unfitted him to 
associate. In this manner were formed 
tho?e peculiar habits of study which 
have distinguished him throughout life. 
With the exception of some wakeful 
hour? which he sometimes devoted to 
them while in b^d, the whole of his li- 
terary performances have been achieved 
in the open air, under " the blue vault 
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>f heaven." Edie Ochiltree himself 
bad not a more decided predilection for 
laundering by burn-sides,: nor did the 
season oblige him to make any material 
alteration in this habit. Nothing was 
more common for him, even in winter, 
crhen a new book had fallen into his 
hands, than to forsake the " bleezing 
ingle and the clean hearth-stane," and 
betaking himself to the lee- side of a 
hedge or planting, remain there for 
hours together, to all appearance as re- 
gardless of the cold as if no such thing 
had existed." 

His hardship by this time had reached 
the age of fourteen; and as men, how- 
ever poetically inclined, must eat and 
drink, as well as dream, it became ne- 
cessary that he should betake himself to 
" some way of doing," with the view of 
gaining an honest livelihood. But this 
was a matter of some difficulty. Few 
persons who know anything of Nichol- 
son, will deny that he is observing and 
quick-sighted ; but here, of course, we 
speak of what Shakespeare calls the eye 

B 



^4 XIFE OP THE ATJTHOH. 



of the mind. Physically, his power 
vision are so imperfect, that the b< 
when he reads, as has been aire 
stated, is brought into absolute con* 
with his nose— an infirmity which 
qualified him from getting forwar< 
a . handicraftsman, a shepherd, a fa 
servant, <&c At length it was deci 
that he should carry a pack, as the 
thor of " Watty and Meg" bad d 
before him, and drive a thriving ti 
in needles, pins, combs, thimbles, she 
and such like small gear. His caj 
amounted to the formidable sum of 
pound one shilling sterling: and a 
paying six shillings for a wooden I 
the reversion was expended in the j 
chase of such articles as are named ab< 
Thus equipped, he set diligently to w< 
tmd for a considerable period did to 
ably well. By degrees, he added nc 
erchiefs and gown-pieces to his st< 
and soon became celebrated among 
Gallovidian fair for the excellence of 
taste in prints and ginghams. But 
trade in muslins is subject to great fi 
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taation ; and the poetic pedlar sometimes 
suffered pretty severely, fay keeping a 
larger stock of goods than accorded well 
with his slender means.. The Muses, too* 
began about this time to cross his path, 
and truly the Nine are the most unchaib- 
ey dulcineas that ever cast glamour in a 
mortal's eyes. But as Will, was bom 
with the bump of poetry, he could not 
prevent its gradual developement, even 
if he had adopted, or rather his parents 
for him,, the Indian plan of squeez- 
ing the forehead into that low and 
odkms shape which is so forbidding in 
the eyes of phrenologists. It was this 
moral or physical tendency of his na- 
ture that induced him, when a mere 
stripling, to rest at every pretty piece 
of scenery he came to, — to delight in 
the magic of a trotting burn, — to linger 
tmong the rock* that overlook the bay*. 
ef the Dee and the Fleet* until the feeU 
fag* which had so long slumbered in hi* 
bosom at length took voice and burst 
forth in song. . 

Daring the sumiqer months, when fine j 
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weather lends a charm to everything,— 
when the fields resume their verdure, 
the trees are in leaf, the flowers in bloom, 
and even the lonely moor 

" Feels in its barrenness some toucb of spring, n 

the life of a packman must be a very 
pleasant one. Much, however, depends 
on the natural bent of a man's mind ; 
and from the graphic picture which 
Wilson has given of the labour of as- 
cending and descending stairs, frequent- 
ly to no purpose whatever, as well as 
the ludicrous sights he witnessed when 
favoured with a peep behind the curtain, 
we rather think that he was disgusted 
with his trade. Yet Wilson was a true 
worshipper of nature ; and if his friends 
and customers had lived in the country, 
in place of towns, it is not improbable 
that the same feelings which animated 
and cheered him while threading the 
wilds of North America, would have 
induced him to persevere in a calling 
which was still less irksome, and per- 
haps more profitable, than the first one 
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he betook himself to on the other side 
ef the Atlantic. 

Few occupations seem more unpoeti- 
eal than thai of a shoemaker ; yet the 
learned Gilford, the engaging; Bloom- 
field, and the pious Struthers, all la- 
boured from "morn to dewy eve/' 
and insinuated themselves into the good 
graces of the Muses, amidst the narrow 
confines of a cobbler's stall. With the 
exception of Jeffrey, (and even he quails 
to him in some things,) there is no mo- 
dern writer who has done more to elevate 
scholar and * oritic-eraft, , than the late 
editor of the Quarterly Review,-—a man 
who, so far from .having been nursed and 
dandled on the* lap of luxury, had to 
struggle for existence when a mere 
youth, and was often reduced to such 
shifts that he had to employ an awl 
Mid. an odd piece of leather, as a sub- 
stitute for pen, ink, and paper. Trifling 
wis the expense of a farthing candle, 
his means sometimes did not stretch so 
far : but when the sun : rose early and 
set late, he bad recourse to .his awl and 

b2 
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bit of leather, and with these instru- 
ments, rude as they may appear, copied 
and solved the most difficult problems 
in the Books of Euclid, until he became 
an excellent mathematician. Beattie, in 
his Minstrel, describes poverty as an 
" unconquerable bar," and generously 
commiserates the fate of those who 

. " In life's loir vale remote, have pined alone, 
Then dropped into the grave, anpitied and un- 
known.* 

But Gifford was an exception to the 
dictum of the poet, and his whole his- 
tory beautifully illustrates the remark 
of Rousseau, that genius, when of the 
right and highest sort, will educate it* 
self, and, like flame, burst through all 
obstructions. Bloom field, no doubt, was 
a different man, and lacked both the 
vigour and learning of Gifford. Still 
there are touches in the " Farmer's 
Boy/' which would have done no dis- 
credit to Thomson himself, while seve- 
ral of his minor pieces bid fair to survive 
in Scrap Books and Collections, when 
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the body of our poetry becomes too 
Voluminous to be safely confided to the 
shoulders of posterity. Struthers,. too, 
is a sweet poet : his " Poor Man's Sab- 
bath'' is full of just sentiment and ge- 
nuine feeling ; while the strain of piety 
which pervades almost every stanza he 
pens, stamps a particular value on his 
writings. But for the circumstance that 
James Grahame had gone before him, his 
first offering on the shrine ofctha Muses 
would have become, I believe, a stan- 
dard production; and when the same 
remark is applied to Bloomfield, as con- 
trasted with the great author of " The 
Seasons/' the reader will perhaps con* 
cur in thinking that something like jus* 
tice has been done to the three principal 
names in our own day, who, as connect* 
ed with the common trade of a shoe- 
maker, have utterly confounded the 
maxim of the ancients — Ne tutor ultra 
erepidam. Tannahill was undoubtedly 
a man of genius, particularly as regards 
his lyrical effusions ; and in Barry's Col- 
lection there are two rather superior 
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poems, which are said to have been 
written by an English, wool-comber. — 
Still, of all the seven incorporations, the 
shoemakers are entitled to the high 
praise of being able to count kindred 
with the greatest number of distinguish* 
ed men; and if the historian Gibbon 
was at all correct in admonishing the 
noble family of Spenser to cherish their 
kinsman's "Faery Queen/' as the no- 
blest gem in their coronet, the trade al* 
laded to, on the same principle, have 
more reason to be proud of their asso- 
ciation with the name of Gifford, than 
of the moth-eaten banner or standard 
which is so much venerated by the " sui- 
tors of Selkirk," # as a relic of the battle 
of Flodden Field.. 



* The Selkirk party at Flodden, were a hundred m. 
number; and James was so well pleased with their 
appearance, that he knighted the town-clerk, William 
Brydone, who commanded them, upon the field of baV 
tie. Few survived the dreadful day, but among the 
rest was the gallant town-clerk, whose sword is still in 
possession of his Kneal descendants. * * • 
The principal trade carried on at Selkirk at the time of 
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That the divine art of poesy should 
occasionally be engrafted on the trade 
of a pedlar, is not, perhaps, half so sur- 
prising as that such men as Gilford 



the battle, and for centuries afterwards, was that of 
manufacturing thin or single-soled shoes. Hence the 
glory of the above enterprise Is wholly appropriated 
by what are called " the Sutors of Selkirk," though it 
appears that the great trophy of the day was won by a 
person of a different profession. This, and the popu- 
larity of the song denominated " the Sutors o' Selkirk," 
hare occasioned a dispute among some antiquaries. 
But it seems very evident that the shoemakers have 
only become conspicuous In the story by their num- 
bers, and by the predominance of their craft over all 
others, in remote as well as in recent times. This has 
proceeded to such a length, that to be made a sutor of 
Selkirk, is the ordinary phrase for being created a bur- 
gess ; and a ceremony is gone through on such occa- 
sions, that seems to set the thing at rest. The candi- 
date for burgal honours, at the festivity which always 
attends these ceremonies, is compelled to lick, or pass 
through his mouth, a small bunch of bristles, such as 
are used by shoemakers, which has previously been 
licked or mouthed by all the members of the town- 
eoundl who may be present. This is called licking the 
Mm,, and is said to imply allegiance or respect to the 
craft who rule the roast in Selkirk. The present dis- 
tinguished sheriff-depute of the county, (Sir Walter 
Scott, bart.), who supplies part of this information, on 
being made a sutor, used the precaution of washing tho 
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should have been born in a hovel ancf 
reared in a stall. The hero of the " Ex- 
cursion" is a travelling merchant ; and if 
not a bag of proverbs, like Sancho, ir 
at least a walking encyclopaedia of the 
richest sentiment and the finest philo- 
sophy. The jigger in " The Pirate," 
by figuring as the newsman of a whol* 
island, supplied the want of local jour- 
nals ; and it is plain that both Scott and* 
Wordsworth not only regard with plea- 
sure, but associate something poetical! 
with such a character. But the profes- 
sion in question had been endeared by 
its connection with the Muses before. 
It has already been stated' that Wilson, 
was a packman, and the author of thi* 
rambling narrative confesses that he ne- 



beslobbered bine in bis wine, but was compelled, no* 
km, volenti to atone for that act of disrespect, by drink* 
ing off the polluted liquor. Nor was the custom aver 
dispensed with in any instance on record, except in that, 
of Prince Leopold of Saxe-Cobourg, who visited Sek 
kirk in 1819. It should be mentioned, that the bine, 
b always attached to the seal of the ticket. — Chamber** 
Picture of Scotland* 
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ver hears the name of Nicholson men- 
tioned, without reverting in his own 
vind to the career of the author ef the 
*• American Ornithology." In some 
chapters of their history there is a strik- 
ing resemblance; in others, no simila- 
rity whatever. Both were peasants, 
pedlars, and poets; both went about 
the country " seeking subscribers," 
blending the departments of station- 
ery and drapery, and vending mus- 
lins and jooem-books by turns. Both, 
if I may borrow a figure from elections, 
stood on the interest of genius alone ; 
both display great observation and an 
intimate knowledge of Scottish charac- 
ter ; both evince a fancy subordinated by 
judgment, with a leaning to satire and 
dramatic delineation, rather than a predi- 
lection for those high imaginings which, 
according to some, constitute the very 
soul of poetry. But here, it may be 
said, the comparison ends. As a Scot- 
tish poet, Nicholson is perhaps superior 
to Wilson ; and his ballad entitled " the 
Brownie of Blednoch," though hardly 
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fitted to become so popular, is equal in 
originality to " Watty and Meg" — the 
best of all the other's metrical compo- 
sitions. But in point of versatility, and 
the power of acquiring any kind of 
knowledge — of worshipping nature with 
martyr-like devotion, and enduring un- 
heard-of privations and toils, — the dis- 
tinction betwixt the rhyming Gallovi- 
dian and the naturalist, draughtsman, 
<fcc. &c. encourages contrast rather than 
comparison. To tenant the woods for 
weeks together, handling the pencil and 
the gun by turns — his food the wild ber- 
ries, his couch the matted grass, and his 
curtains the foliage of a glorious tree ; 
traversing districts which the foot of 
man had never trod before ; embarking 
at other times on a lake or river, and 
gliding unheeded, unnoted, unattended, 
amidst the interminable forests of North 
America ; and all this from the love of 
science, the hope of achieving an honest 
independence, or building up a name 
that would never die, are enterprizes 
so full of romance and daring, that Ni- 
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fthoison, I suspect, would no more think 
of engaging in similar exploits, than he 
would of visiting the man of the moon, 
provided the means of conveyance were 
practicable, and merely required on his 
part an act of volition.* 



* The following beautiful passage is extracted from 
Ike preface to the first volume of the American Orni- 
thology :— " In one of my late visits to a friend in the 
country, I found their youngest son, a fine boy of eight 
or nine years of age, who usually resides in town for 
hia-edacaJien, j«st returning from a ramble through 
the neighbouring woods and fields, where he had col- 
lected a large and very handsome bunch of wild flow- 
ers, of s great many different colours, and presenting 
them to his mother, said, with great animation of coun- 
5, ' Look, my dear mamma, what beautiful flow- 
I have found growing in our place. Why all the 
woods are fall of them/— red, orange, blue, and almost 
every colour. Oh 1 I can gather you a whole parcel 
of them, much handsomer than these, and all growing 
hi our own woods. Shall I, mamma, shall I go and 
bring you more?* The good woman received the 
flowers with a smile of affectionate complacency, and 
after admiring, for some time, the beautiful simplicity 
tf nature, gave her willing consent, and the little fellow 
went off on the wings of extasy to execute his delight- 
ful ci— ritston. The similarity of this little boy's en- 
ttnshwi to my own, struck me ; and the reader will 
Med no explanation of mine, to make the application. 
Should my country receive, with the same gracious 
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But it is high time to return from a 
digression which the reader will only 
pardon when he is told, that as the poet's 
life is barren of incident, it became 
necessary to fill a certain prescribed 
space, by ekeing out the narrative by 
other means. For twenty-five years 
he carried the pack, and at first " took 
the country braid and wide/' although 
it can hardly be said with justice that 
nature had anticipated his occupation, 
and moulded and adapted his shoulders 
for the burden. Though above the 
middle size, and rather handsomely 
formed than otherwise, he has no great 
pretensions to physical strength ; while 
the conformation of his eyes, and bushy- 
ness of his eyebrows, gives him rather 
an awkward appearance at first. Still, 
when the man looks at you fixedly, and 



indulgence, the specimens which I here humbly put* 
sent her— should she express a desire for me to go ud 
.bring more, the highest wishes of my ambition will be 
gratified; for, in the language of my little friend, the 
woods are full of them, and I can. collect hundredi 
much handsomer than these." 
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raws aside the curtain of light brown ; 
air that shades, for the most part, the * 
rindows of his soul, you at once per* 
eive that thought and sagacity are dwel- 
frto within ; while his conversation, al» 
bough sedate and simple in the extreme, 
either strengthens than weakens theim- 
•ression. . At fi nst, . his round embraced 
ot only the whote of Galloway, but a 
Teat part, of the counties of Ayr and 
>amfriesk- In this way he became ac- 
uaintedwith a vast, number of: honest 
ames-and gaffers, and knew by head- 
lark nearly all the sprightly maidens 
torn Corsencon to the Cumbrae islands, 
nd from the Mull of Galloway to An-. 
an Water-foot. Long before he at- 
empted to write poetry, he contracted 
> great fondness for music, and was in 
be habit of enlivening with his "wood 
pies wild" the families where he chanced 
o quarter for the night. % His ear was 
fccellent, and his voice passingly melo* 
loos and strong, and "a pair of pipes," 
ririch he procured yhen about twenty 
ears of age, envied him to give addi- . 
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tional zest to his minstrelsv. To use 
own words, " a young man, wha i 
afterwards drowned in the Carlinw 
loch, brought three pair frae Nc 
America;" Will, got one of these, 
from tibe moment he became posses 
of an instrument, carried it constat 
on the top of his pack. While journ 
ing onward in a warm day, nothing 
be conceived more innocent than 
a packman to lay down his burden 
rest, — particularly when he comes 
clump of trees, or a few stray alders 1 
fringe the sides of a nameless burn, wl 
the trouts are busy catching flies bel 
and the birds trilling a ditty overht 
If he bathes his hands in the limpid 
ters, or drinks a little higher up 
stream by means of a conduit file 
from the nearest corn-field, his emp] 
ment only becomes the more rural ; 
it is but fair to record of poor Nichol 
that rather than forego these enjoy me 
he would have missed the sale of n 
than one gown-piece, and sometim 
good dinner to boot. This fact aff< 
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considerable insight into his character* 
and proves, among other things,, that his 
temperament, if analyzed chemically, 
would give fifty parts of poetry, forty 
of music, and only ten of business apti- 
tude. It wap on these occasious that he 
used to draw from his pocket the " Lit- 
tle Warbler/' peruse some of his favour- 
ite songs, and after putting his pipes in 
order, strike up a lilt for his own amuse- 
ment, and the edification of the birds 
and beasts around him. By degrees he 
mastered all the stops, and was not by 
aiiy means backward in giving his friends 
a. swatch; of his. new acquirement. In 
the spence or the kitchen, he became a 
greater favourite than ever, and hun- 
dreds, nay thousands, of honest men and 
bonny lasses, have figured to the Gal- 
loway poet*s music, even after the toils 
of the u haerst rigg»" His talent for 
Wit and observation made him a fa- 
vourite with the older and doucer folk ; 
and such was his skill in controversial 
divinity, that I have the authority of 
Mr M'Lellah for sayings that net a few 

c2 
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.considered him as next to the minister 
in solving any knotty point. Such, in 
fact, is the force of talent, that Nichol- 
son, in his rounds, was either loved or 
feared by all ; and unlike most other 
travellers, he could have journeyed for 
a hundred miles at a stretch, without 
being at a loss for a meal or a lodging, 
or putting himself to almost a farthing 
of expense. 

On one occasion, a Kirkcudbright 
gentleman discovered Nicholson in ra- 
ther an interesting situation. It was 
on a fine morning in the end of March, 
that. my friend put his foot in the stirrup 
iron, with the view of breakfasting with 
a puist laird who resides in the neigh- 
bourhood of the Abbey of Dundrennan. 
The weather was remarkably mild for 
the season, and honest Mr J., as he jog- 
ged along, thought he had never looked 
on so lovely a morning. A few days of 
uninterrupted drought had freed the 
streams from their wintry impurities ; 
the sky was bright as well as clear*; the 
lark carolled merrily above ;. the missel 
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thrush answered from his sylvan perch 
in the holly-bush; the wild primrose was 
looking timidly forth, and everything 
seemed to bespeak the near approach, 
if- not the actual presence of spring. 
But as the road left St Mary's Isle in the 
rear, and gradually became less interest- 
ing, my friend, in place of loitering by 
the way , admonished his steed to mend 
his pace, and occupied himself with think- 
ing of his journey 'send, and the comfort** 
able breakfast which he knew awaited, 
him. Similar thoughts probably passed 
through his companion's mind, for the 
animal had travelled the same road before, 
and a horse, be it observed, is just as par- 
tial to a good stable, as his master is to a 
comfortable inn. Be this as it may, the 
sound of music at no great distance, and 
beautifully mellowed by the morning 
breeze, made both man and horse erect 
their ears. Mr J., in fact, was near 
enough to recognize the air that was 
played, and after humming or whistling 
a second to it, he exclaimed, in a tone 
which seemed to hover between jest and 
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earnest — " Music frae Fairyland, as Li 
shall answer,, in sic an out-o'-the-way 7 
bit as this ! Had it been mpon-light, I i 
might hae half believed that the elves s 
were abroad, wi their bonny suits a'Xin- . 
coin green, siller bells, belts filched frae 
the rainbow's hem, and a* the itber non- . 
sense with which Jamie Hogg's fancy 
has invested them. The days, too, hae 
been when Clootie piped and carinas dan- 
ced ; and had my grandfather been leevin, . 
I daursay he wad hae reckoned that some 
supernatural splore was passing, since 
piper and dancers are alike inveesible 
to my eyes. Springs o' music, like 
springs o' water, canna rise frae the 
bowels o' the earth, and yet it's gye 
like it in the present instance ; for , 
there's hardly a buss for miles roun* 
that man or de*il could dern himsePV 
ahint." With that the traveller put . 
spurs to his horse, determined to think . 
no more of such a trifle ; but as the mu* 
sic still continued r another thought cross- 
ed his mind, and on resigning himself to 
its influence, he determined to get " to 
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the bottom of the business." With this 
view, he led his horse to a neighbouring 
gate, and proceeded to trace the sound 
to its fountain-head. The wind aided 
him so far, and after travelling through 
open fields, he arrived at a small exca- 
vation, out of which some of the neigh- 
bouring farmers had been in the habit 
of quarrying and carting stones. The 
hole, however, was perfectly dry ; and 
who should my friend find seated at the 
bottom, but Will. Nicholson, the Gallo- 
way poet ! His pack served as a sort 
of cushion ; and white the morning sun 
glinted full in his face, Mr J. paused on 
the brow of the den, and after surprise 
had given place to laughter, exclaimed 
in the familiar tone of an old acquaint- 
ance — u Aye, aye, Will ! is that the way 
ye spend your time ? — tuning your pipes 
when ye should be selling your wares. 
If a servant-lass wanted to buy a new 
gown, she would hardly think o' look- 
ing for't in a quarry-hole ; and if you 
dinu^ mend your manners, lad, your 
purse and your pack will baith be light 
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% 

whan your shouthers are bent and you* ' 
head grey." €€ Aweel," said Will, " an* 
is nae an auld man like an auld horse, 
that shouldna be oppressed wi ower 
heavy a lade ? while a toom purse, as 
ye ken yoursel, keeps him frae spend- 
ing whan he might itherwise be tempt* 
ed, and's mair an evil in appearance 
than reality, sae lang as it's kent he 
has siller in the bank." " Siller in the 
bank ! and whan will you, you wareless 
creature, aspire to ony thing half sae cre- 
ditable ? Ye sometimes, I hear, try your 
hand at making fables, and I really wish, 
you would profit by ane that was writ^ 
ten lang before your day. A certain, 
idle, gude-for-naething insect, that had 
gane about singing the hale simmer, was 
in perfect starvation whan the winter 
came. Whan there was naething to eat, . 
there was nae mair music, and then she 
went a-begging feo her neighbour the' 
ant — wha, in spite o' your silly sneers,, 
does right in laying up something to meet 
the evil- day. The ant asked the gaud- 
about what she had been doing the hate 
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simmer, and was answered, nae doubt, 
that she bad just been tuning her pipes 
like you. Aweel, said the ither, since 
ye're sae fond o' music, and since music's 
air, I wad recommend you to try how 
lang you can leeve on sae thin a diet. — 
Ye can guess, I daursay , what I'm driv- 
ing at. Poets, now-a-days, are as plenty 
as grasshoppers, that are heard chirping 
in every bush. Burns, y e'll admit, was a 
man among a million ; and seeing ye can* 
oa a' get grand monuments, whilk, I ask 
ye, is the better man — him that by being 
useful in his day and generation, comes 
to do his ain turn at last : or him that 
spends the best o' his days in ' stringing 
blethers up to rhyme,' and fancies him- 
sel a monstrous clever fallow, because 
he is quoted by some cracked ballad- 
monger, and hears his sangs lilted by 
the giglets on the green ?" " Hoot," re- 
joined the bard, " ye're gaun to be far 
ower hard on me noo. If ye kent how 
sine I was out i' the mornin', ye wadnae 
wonder that; I was wearied wi travel- 
ling ; an' if ye were to carry my pack 
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the hale day, ye wad find it no that 
dunes light. This quarry and me aire 
auld acquaintance, and I've had mair 
pleasure in piping to thae daft cowts, 
than if the best ladies in a' the land had 
been figuring away to my poor music." 
My friend, on this, cast his eyes around, 
and for the first time observed half a 
dozen young colts, unshod, uncombed, 
and complete strangers to stall or man- 
ager, but which, attracted by the un- 
wonted sound of the bagpipe, were cut- 
ting the most awkward capers imagin- 
able. Like Burns' twa dogs, sometimes 
they scoured away " in long excursion, 5 ' 
throwing up their heels and almost leap- 
ing over one another ; and again return- 
ing, they peered into the den where the 
minstrel was seated, and snorted forth 
their applause of his performance. The 
scene seemed to tickle Nicholson highly ; 
and Mr J., finding that he "could make 
nothing of him, 3 ' retraced his steps, 
mounted his nag, and pursued his jour- 
ney ; evoking, in the sequel, many a 
hearty burst of laughter from the re- 
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ipectable family at whose house he break* 
fasted, with the anecdote of the piper 
and his hairy auditors. 

Many a topping draper and hard- 
ware merchant has begun his career by 
carrying the pack ; and we have known 
provosts of " burrows towns" who have 
risen in this way from very small begin- 
nings. The first step was to save a 
little substance ; the second, to extend 
their credit and augment their wares ; 
the third, to bundle the pack on the 
back of a horse, with the view of re- 
maining longer out, and displaying a 
more imposing stock of goods ; the 
fourth, if they throve, to harness the said 
bona to a waggon ; and the fifth and 
last, to take a shop in a county town, 
and vegetate tranquilly behind the coun- 
ter. But everything changes in this 
changeable world ; and the multiplica- 
tion of shops in every quarter ha* so al- 
tered the channels of trade, that the 
more respectable class of packmen may 
say, with Othello, that their occupation 
is gone. At the remotest inns, we en- 
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counter what are called commercial ti 
vellers from London, Leeds, Hudde: 
field, Birmingham, Sheffield, Manchi 
ter, &c. &c, who, by means of sampl 
and the quickness with which they e 
ecute orders, put the humblest <count 
merchant nearly on a level with 1 
prouder brethren of Edinburgh a 
Glasgow. Even the village carrier fin 
his trade impaired by the gradual e 
tension of steam navigation, and 1 
means of coasters of all descriptions tt 
creep into Bvery -creek — nay alm< 
every burn or pow, to say nothing 
mail coaches and other conveyance 
the remotest corners of Great Brit* 
are brought so nearly into somethh 
like absolute contact with the capit 
both by the saving in transit and tin 
that the newest print that comes out 
London, may be placed in a fortnig 
within the reach of the belles of Inve 
ness, Lewis, and Orkney. In these ci 
cumstances, the jagger, chapman, 
travelling merchant, has become, coi 
paratively, an exploded character ; ai 
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safar as my own observation extends, 
is chiefly useful in picking up hare-skins 
ia gentlemen's kitchens, and selling them 
at a profit to the regular dealers. But 
a different order of things obtained when 
Nicholson commenced his business ca- 
reer, and I only regret that he did not 
make hay while the sun shone. The 
farmers at that time were in a very high 
and palmy state ; and if he had perse- 
vered in prosecuting his rounds vigour- 
ously, in place of loitering by burn-sides, 
and travelling out of his way to decipher 
tomb- stones ^ and moralize in country 
church- yards, he might have distanced 
those he now lags behind, and arrived in 
time at the highest summit of a pedlar's 
ambition. But the impelling principle 
was not in him. Hume divides man- 
kind into two classes— those who snatch 
at every passing enjoyment, and those 
who practise an enlightened species of 
self-denial, with the view of achieving 
some distant good, and enjoying them- 
selves in a more rational way at some 
future period of their lives. That Ni- 
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oholson belongs to the former class, no- 
body who knows him will for a moment 
% doubt ; yet, in the year 1812, he made 
a bold push to get on in the world, by 
purchasing a larger stock of goods than 
usual, and transferring his pack to a 
horse's back. But the speculation fail- 
ed ; and what is worse, the horse, on 
being turned out to graze in spring, un- 
fortunately stumbled and broke its neck, 
in attempting to leap a neighbouring 
fence and thereby get to a richer pas- 
ture. This was a very discouraging cir- 
cumstance, but the bard bore it with his 
usual fortitude. Indeed, his business had 
begun, by this time, to fall sadly off, and 
in the winter of 1813, he found it neces- 
sary to bring it, for a time, to a close. 
It was then that he set seriously about 
collecting his poems, and determined 
" to see what prenting a book wad do for 
him." The encouragement he received 
was highly flattering. Among others, 
he consulted the celebrated oriental scho* 
lar, Dr Murray, then minister of the pa* 
rish of Urr, and Dr Duncan of Ruth well. 
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so well known as the founder of savings' 
banks. Both of these gentlemen were 
pleased to interest themselves in the 
poet's welfare, and furnished him with 
many hints for his guidance in a- path 
which was, of course, entirely new to 
him-. The former, in looking over his 
papers, expressed his regret that there 
was no tale, and urged the necessity of 
supplying the deficiency. The bard 
obeyed, and hence the origin of " The 
Country Lass," which was written while 
his manuscripts were in the hands of a 
friend, with a view to being sent to the 
press. The next- duty was to find sub- 
scribers — a task for which he was pecu- 
liarly qualified by a long course of pre- 
vious training. To work, therefore, he 
set ; and by measuring every inch of the 
old ground, and beating up the quarters 
of his former friends, succeeded in collect- 
ing no fewer than fifteen hundred names. 
The book appeared in 1814; and Mr 
Hogg, who then resided in Edinburgh, 
was exceedingly kind and attentive to 
Nicholson. The same pack that had 

d2 , 
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been filled with muslins, was now filled * 
with a different kind of wares ; and after i 
supplying Edinburgh and Glasgow, be '■? 
travelled homewards through Ayrshire i 
and Galloway, " delivering the copies s 
and hauling in the siller." The natives, \ 
in general, were very civil to the wan- 
dering minstrel, regarding him as a very 
pleasing poet, and subscribed, as Nichol- 
son himself admits, far more readily than 
he had been led to expect. The late 
Duke of Buccleuch, Sir James Graham 
of Netherby, and John Napier, Esq. of 
Mollance, were the only individuals that 
paid him more than the stipulated price. 
Altogether, he cleared about £100 by 
the speculation — a sum which freed him 
from divers trifling pecuniary embarass- 
ments, and enabled him to replenish the 
pack with muslins. But his habits by 
this time had received a shock, as Burns' 
did while he resided in Edinburgh, from 
which they never completely recovered. 
Persons who had never noticed him be- 
fore, now rather courted his society ; 
invitations to drink were not wanting, 
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and these, coupled with another fall in 
the price of muslins, clouded his pros- 
pects more than ever, and superinduced 
in the end a habit of tippling. Still he 
kept up an appearance of business till 
November, 1825, at which time he sold 
off' his goods, &c, and with the proceeds, 
amounting to about £30, visited Glas- 
gow, for the purpose of re- publishing 
different works on the subject of Univer- 
sal Redemption. This was a complete 
hallucination, and it is not wonderful 
that the speculation failed, in a country 
so orthodox and calvinistic as Scotland. 
We are now approaching an unplea- 
sant portion of Nicholson's history — that 
in which he became a packless pedlar, 
and in place of striving to better his 
circumstances by some honest shift or 
other, stuck fast to the bottle as often 
as he could — just as if a man, when the 
world goes against him, should throw 
himself upon the mercy, and submit to 
the guidance, of his worst enemy. From 
this or some other cause, his nerves be- 
came so weak about four years ago, that 
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he began to see sights in his waking mo 
ments, which are by no means visible tc 
other eyes. His disease, I suspect, is 
what is familiarly termed " blue devils,' 3 
but the bard himself is of a different opi- 
nion, and believes firmly that he has been 
commissioned and appointed to propound 
the doctrine of universal redemption. 
The spirits he has intercourse with, are 
a set of the plaguiest imps in the world, 
and seem to take a perverse and malicious 
pleasure in tormenting him at all times, 
and in all places. But with them, fortu- 
nately, the power does not always ser 
cond the will; and the bard, who has 
written a long communication on the 
subject, (which his bookseller declines 
inserting in the volume), expressly says, 
" that they by no means appear to be 
creatures of such tremendous power and 
capability, as are described by Milton 
and others, but feeble in action, dimi- 
nutive of form, almost silly in intellect, 
querulous, unsteady, peevish, and capri- 
cious of temper, often displaying a dis- 
position to do harm, without energy 
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sufficient to effect their purpose." At 
first he was naturally much alarmed at 
the idea of being constantly haunted with 
ghosts, even when walking along the 
road ; but custom will reconcile a man 
to anything, and he now goes so far as 
to bell-the-cat with them — not only re- 
fusing to do their bidding, but sometimes 
compelling them to do his. More than 
once he has sent them to the Morea, 
without consulting the Greek Com- 
mittee, and oftener to London, to see 
what was going on in Parliament ; but 
they uniformly either sham their errand, 
or return without doing the least good* 
Everything that William even meditates, 
is known to his familiars, a priori ; and 
for reasons best known to themselves > 
they opposed, by every means in their 
power, the republication of " the Coun- 
try Lass, and other Poems," Though 
the writer of this narrative never saw 
anything "waur than himsel," the poet 
avers that the spirits in question exer- 
cised a great influence over his mind, 
when he declined to print and publish 



46 LIFE OF THE AUTHOR. 

i 

his book ; and if there be any truth in - 
this notion, he may expect that they ? 
will play him a devilish cantrip for * 
speaking so lightly of them, as he iff * 
doing at present. ^ 

In 1826, Nicholson undertook, at the * 
suggestion of his Familiars, a journey to 
the great city of London. His mission, I 
according to his own account, had some 
connection with the renovation of the i 
human race, and he was farther anxious 
to see his Majesty, and impress on him ] 
the necessity of assisting the Greeks, ; 
and emancipating the Roman Catholics 
of Ireland. How these benevolent sug- 
gestions should have originated in such 
a suspicious quarter, and how a man of 
Nicholson's habits, should have set him- 
self up as a sort of prophet, are matters 
which it is difficult to comprehend ; but ' 
he persisted in his scheme, maugre the 
dictates of sober sense, and departed 
without either staff or scrip. The diffi- 
culties attendant on the march to Lon- 
don, it would require a long story to 
tell, but I may say in passing, that 
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e was succoured by different kind- 
Learted Scotsmen, and on one occasion 
ecei ved a guinea from my worthy friend 
Sreneral Dirom, of Mount- Annan, who 
bad heard of him while changing horses 
in the town of Wetherby. Arrived in 
the metropolis, he was terribly bom- 
bazed with the interminable streets, and 
mighty tide of population, that caught 
his eye and beset his path, whether lie 
reered to the right or the left — advanced 
Mr retreated — stood still, or sate down. 
The contrast betwixt the peaceful wilds 
of Galloway, and the eternal din and 
bustle of London, struck his fancy very 
powerfully ; and after wandering about 
till he was tired, he encountered an in- 
livid ual, whom, by some species of free- 
masonry, he recognised as a native of 
[lis own country. The man, however, 
fromwaggishness or some other motive, 
lenied this point blank at first, and even 
pretended that he was an Irishman by 
birth; but his tongue betrayed him, 
tnd some hints that were dropped about 
;€ Galloway made the strangers, who 
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were both from that quarter, the fc 
and most cordial friends in the woi 
" And are you really William Nichol 
— him whase sangs I've sae aften hu 
med ower by mysel?" " 'Deed I'm 
ye'U get for him in Lunin." u Tl 
faith we'se no part in a hurry;" i 
with that the stranger conducted V 
liam to an adjoining tap-room, and tre 
ed him to a very excellent dinner, wh 
was washed down by a plentiful sup] 
of porter. The coiivivialists " got 
thick as dog's heads ;" a hundred toj 
were talked over, many mutual friei 
were pledged, and reminiscences, pie 
ing to both, recalled ; and after the p 
had been highly excited, he became 
drowsy that he fell fast asleep. 1 
stranger then went his ways, taking ca 
however, to discharge the bill ; and so 
time after, the brutal landlord not oi 
roused, but thrust the poet out of 
house, retaining his bundle on the p 
of compensating a debt which he neitl 
had nor could have contracted. Thou 
the bard remonstrated, remonstrai 
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s vain ; and at a late hour on a 
turday night he was turned out on the 
de world, with only one penny in his 
cket. At length he managed to get 
o a tan-yard, and laid himself down 4 
a bunch of dried bark, where he 
pt soundly till a late hour the fellow- 
s' morning. His modicum of wealth 
is soon expended in the purchase of 
jangle handful of gooseberries, and 
else, with the addition of a drink of 
Ifc, formed the whole of the suste- 
nce he received on Sunday. A great 
H of the day Was spent in inquiring 
r the residence of Mr AIIqii Cunning- 
M ; but from the maftner in which he 
£ fttrout his t&sk, he might have look- 
, with equal hopes of success, for a 
ain of corn among a bushel of chaff. 
t length his instinctive fondness for 
eetf fields, enabled him to find his way 
the Park, where he scrolled about un- 
eded for hours, and had ample time to 
bilge in the reflection; that although 
ere is no place in the world like Lon- 
oiy even as Regards t&e wealth of its 
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refectories and the number of its dormi- 
tories — yet so indispensable an article v 
money, that here was the poet-laureate 
of Galloway, without a morsel to eat, or 
a bed to lie on. At a certain hour, the 
Park gates are closed, and strangers ex- 
cluded ; but when Nicholson explained bk 
destitute situation, the keepers generoutf* • 
ly took compassion on the man, however 
little used to the melting mood. On the 
Monday, he succeeded in discovering the 
residence of the benevolent and talented 
Allan Cunningham ; but he declares that ! 
the search was so full of toil, and involv- 
ed so many windings to the right and 
left, that rather than renew it, he " wad 
at ony time mak the tour o' the hale o' 
Galloway." 

My friend administered to his more 
immediate necessities ; and what was op 
still more consequence, gave him a clue 
to the quarters of a whole colony of 
Dumfriesians and Gallovidians. By 
these men he was received with open 
arms ; his wardrobe was repaired, fail 
purse replenished, and for a few nights 
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figured at merry-makings which 
*re held* in honour of his arrival in 
radon. Still the metropolis was no 
ace for Nicholson. As often as he 
rat abroad unattended; he lost his way 
id committed strange blunders ; and 
ore than once he fell' into the hands of 
ieves, and was plundered of every 
Fthing he possessed. Though his friends 
baked, they could" not check this infa- 
lation; and, as a d&rnier resort^ they 
igaged a passage in a Leith smack, and 
timated to the bard that the vessel 
ould sail on a particular day. Now, 
lerefore, was the time to wait upon his 
f ajesty ; and after meditating a variety 
F schemes, he walked boldly up to the 
mtinels at Carl ton-house, hinted that 
e had pressing business with the King, 
nd requested that he might be admit- 
sd to the honour of an audience. The 
mtinels measured him from head to 
oot, and, as he says himself, " looked 
aither queer." His request, in the first 
lgtance, was civilly declined, and after- 
wards with a firmness approaching 4 
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severity. Still he persisted in pestering 
the men ; and one day, from frolic or 
some other motive, they allowed him 
to pass on a few yards, observing to one 
another, as he went, " the — - is a 
Scotsman, and cannot have any bad in- 
tentions." But majesty, for weighty 
reasons of state, entrenches itself behind 
many barriers, and this Nicholson found 
to his cost. A surly porter met him by 
the way, whose resolution was equal to 
a wall of adamant. It was in vain that 
the bard prayed and entreated : his elo- 
quence was completely thrown away ; 
and in the end he was fain to draw from 
hi. pocket a copy of his poem*, which 
he had brought from Scotland for the 
express purpose, and solicit, as a very 
great favour, that the volume might be 
safely conveyed to his Majesty, along 
with a letter, which he immediately re- 
paired to a tavern to write. This letter 
must have been a curiosity of its kind ; 
but as no copy was kept by the bard, 
and no answer returned by the King, I 
have no means of judging accurately of 
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its contents. I believe, however, that it 
related to Nicholson's intercourse with 
the spiritual world ; his tenets respect- 
ing universal redemption, and the many 
mysteries he could have revealed to his 
sovereign, had he been graciously pleas- 
ed to favour him with audience. The 
porter promised to forward both the 
book and the letter ; but as he doubt- 
less set the writer down as cracked, it 
seems not improbable that the lucubra- 
tions in question were applied, in the 
end, (and even that is an honour of its 
kind,) to the singeing of fowls in the 
royal kitchen. . It has already been re- 
marked, that the bard's hand- writing is 
exceedingly illegible ; but that he is ca- 
pable of composing prose neatly, I know 
from his active and intelligent friend, 
Mr Samuel Houston, of Holmfrith, 
near Huddersfield. This respectable 
Gallovidian is in possession of several 
of William's letters, as well as various 
anecdotes and original poems, which he 
will probably find an opportunity of 
submitting to the public. 

E*2 
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After waiting for days, in the vain 
hope of receiving a letter from the King, 
Nicholson bade adieu to his London 
friends, embarked for Leith, and reach- 
ed home in the end of July, or begin- 
ning of September, 1826. From this 
time till the autumn of the following 
year, when, from the want of anything 
better to do, he made a journey to the 
south as an assistant drover, nothing re- 
markable occurs in his history. In re- 
turning home, he was attacked and rob- 
bed by two ruffians, not far from; the 
town of Warrington, who, not content- 
ed with other booty, carried off his un- 
failing companion, the bagpipes — his so- 
laco under every variety of suffering, and 
which, from long habit and poetic tem- 
perament, have become almost as neces- 
sary to his existence, as a staff is to the 
lame, or a guide to the blind. In strug- 
gling to retain his trifling property, he 
received a great deal of bad usage, and 
was so bewildered when the miscreants 
left him, that he missed his way and stum- 
bled into a can 1 ' " which he was 
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rescued when on the point of drowning. 
In JA verpool he was succoured by various 
Scotsmen, and procured, through their 
kindness, a passage in a sloop to the town 
of Kirkcudbright. From this point he 
easily found his way home ; but his ap- 
pearance was sadly altered for the worse, 
while his mind had lost much of that 
elasticity which is derived from looking 
on the cheerful side of things, and which 
a great philosopher describes as being 
equal to an inheritance of £500 per an* 
num. In this emergency, several of his 
friends rallied round him ; and among 
these I have much pleasure in mention* 
ing Mr Anderson, Hardburn, Mr M'Lel- 
lan, March field, and Mr Malcoimson, 
Kirkcudbright. The two first have 
long taken an interest in the bard's for* 
tunes, and been of service to him in a 
great variety of ways ; and the last, 
with equally good intentions, repeatedly 
suggested, and even urged, the propriety 
of re-publishing the " Country Lass," 
&c, as the best means of serving his 
friend effectually. 
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I have thus sketched, very hastily, the 
principal passages of Nicholson Y life; \ 
and as my sole object is to do him good, < 
I trust the public, and more especially 
the good people of Galloway, will sym- 
pathise in and second my humble effort*. 
His talents, as I have always said, are 
considerable ; and of all the rustic bards 
of the south, I know none who so well 
deserves to be termed, par excellence, — 
the Galloway Poet. It is true h& 
likes a dram, and sometimes forgets 
himself; but, on the other hand, he is* 
understood to be so guileless and inof- 
fensive, that even when he plays tl» 
fool most completely, he can hardly be 
said to harm any one but himself. A 
poet, undoubtedly, has the greatest claim 
upon his own district, and to say the very 
least, it would be a local reproach, if he 
who has painted, with such engaging 
sweetness, the sylvan scenery and pas- 
toral innocence of his native Galloway, 
should ever be allowed to come to want. 
In the limited circle of his private friends, 
proofs of zeal are not wanting; and 
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should the public co-operate with equal 
cordiality, he will soon re-appear in his 
former character — wandering by burn- 
sides during the blythe days of summer, 
and occupying, amidst the gurly blasts 
of winter, some cozy nook round the 
| farmer's ingle, to instruct the old by 
his sage remarks, and gladden the young 
with his joy ous minstrelsy . 

J. M'D. 

Dumfries, 18th June, 1828. 
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A TALE. 
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EIGHT PARTE, 



PART I. 

C5e Intrrtrurtfoit. 

Ik yon ha* house, ayont the fell, 
Whar rural peace and pleasure dwell, 
And waning age, and wanton youth. 
And modest worth, and simple truth ; 
There iired a lass, if Fame speak true, 
Wi 1 lacghin' een and cherry mou\ 
And sweeter charms than I can paint- 
In face and form without a taint. 

fler father's name was John Maclellan- 
Douce honest man, he farmed a mailing 
In youthfn' days wrought for his bread, 
Wi 1 gude bine bonnet on bis head, 
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And though the times began to mend. 
His auld acquaintance ay he kend ; 
Blest wi' a rive o' common sense. 
To polished life made nae pretence : 
Was simply plain in a 1 his deal ins, 
Nor wad be step aside for mailins* 
Ne'er pree'd anitber but bis wife,-— 
Ne'er heard a law conrt in his life ; 
Could tak' his chappin, pay*hhkain, 
But never tippled by his lane. 
Nor wad his wifie waste his winning 
But keept a 5 feat wi 1 her ain spinning 
Held ay the house baith tight an 3 bein, 
And made their meltiths warm and clean e 
Whan winter nights war dark and lang, 
Could tell her tale or lilt her sang, 
' Bout deeds o 1 weir in former days, 
Or lover's dools on Scotland braes, 
Wi 1 weirds and witcheries aft at ween, 
And unco sights that some bad seen ? - 
Nor was she backward or onheedfu' 
To ken or tell o' things mair needfa'-v 
Had read the Unconverted's Call, 
And learnt hail loof breads o' St Paul, 
Wi 1 sic like learnin' as was common 
JTor ony couthy country woman- 
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Bat wha can read the buik o" fate f 
Although bis sonsie helpmate Kate 
Was ay the apple o 9 his e'e, 
And mony a bonny bairn had she: 
Though fickle Fortune brought them gain, 
I wot they warna free frae pain : 
For death, the terror o' us a 9 . 
That thins the cot and weeds the ha', 
Stauk'd furth wi f a' his darts and scythe*, 
In shape o' measles, kinks, and hives, 
Till only ane their care did claim, 
And bonny Betty was her name. 

Ere saxteen simmers o'er her flew, 
She could baith card and spin the woo, 
Row up the fleeces at the clippin\ 
And had the milkness a 1 in keepin'— 
Could knit and sew, and a 9 si<T wark, 
As dress her father's Sunday sark, 
Crimp up ilk ruffle, frill and border, 
And bet thg teacups a' in order ; 
And maxims mony mae were taught her, 
That ilka mither shaws her daughter : 
Was kind and blythesome wi' her kin, 
Or ony neibor that cam in ; 
For chapman chiel or beggar body, 
Her weel iraled word was ay fu ready. 
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TV! a* baitti for and near confest, 
She was the bonniest and the best 
Now, as sio lasses are aft scant, 
IV sweethearts ronth she didna wants 
Sic beauty, and the name o' siller, 
Gart wooers flock like wil'-geese till her. 
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C&e dfrirmtr'* £om 

The first a farmer's eldest sin ; 
Was beef without, but blank within: 
On market Mondays sauld a stirk, 
On Sunday closely keept the kirk, 
Wf pious seal, and future views, 
To wale a wife, and catch the news* 
I wat a pleugh be weel could tune, 
And trim his graitb, and mend hi6 shooru 
Could shear a point bajih fast and slaw, 
And thresh, and dike, and ditch, and maw; 
But then his een and thoughts were blind " 
To beauties o' the heart and mind. 
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It never crossed bis brain tbe smallest 
If Rome or Glasco' town was aul'est, 
Was Embro' 'yont or neist tbe Forth, 
I f France lay east, or west, or north : 
Unmoved, " Tbe Waes o' War" he'd bean, 
Nor piteous tale coald draw a tear: 
In vain tbe spring her flow rets spread. 
Thoughtless, he'd on tbe daisy tread ; 
In vain the wee bards happ'd and sang 
The bud din 1 bazle bark alang; 
Or lam'kins roan 1 him skipt and played, 
While ewies for their yoanglin s maed : 
Sic sights nae pleasure brought ava— 
Only if every ewe had twa, 
If grass wad gar the oatlers sell, 
And bow the braird looked on the hill* 
At vulgar jest or smutty sang, 
His vacant laugh was loud an 1 lang: 
Proud, without prudence, wit, or wealth* 
His only property was health. 
He saw at least ae specious charm— 
The lassie's gear wad frtock a farm ; 
And though his hopes #id highly shore him, 
'Twas but smV kinJness she bad for him. 
It chanced ae morning mirk wi' mist, 
He saw young Betty ere sue wist, 
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Ca'in tbe ewes *T eanny care, 
That war a' scattered here and there t 
Aff ilka blade the dew-drap flang, 
As light she through the clover sprang; 
A honder beauties flushed her cheek, 
Her risin' bosom seemed to speak x 
The napkin loosed, wi' ease he saw 
The bonniest kearos o' new-fauirsnaw. 
'Tuas then that Love played him a shavi% 
And strak his dart in donsie Davie. 
Her coats war kiltet to the knee, 
And sbawed. right shapely, to the e'e 9 
A leg sae bansome, feat and clean-* 
She leuk'd like ony fairy queen. 

But what made him sae simply sober* 
To see the lass amang (he clover, 
And gart his heart ay thump and pat, 
Though neither fley'd, nor cauld, nor wa% 
And start behint a buss and conr, 
Though be had seen the lass afore, 
And silent lie like 0115 maukin, 
Wha neVr afore was feared for taking 
Till ewe and lam' had left the lair, 
And she w as bame and he was there ? 

Neist time was at a countra waddin', 
Whan baith were present at the beddin'; 



\ 
\ 



J, 
*H* COWNTRt LAS*. 5T 

On bride-cakes sweet they chewed the* cad, 
The drink gaed roun' in merry mood, 
YViss'd roath o* bairns and happy days, 
And poured libations 'mang the claesr 
The left leg hoe they now prepare, 
And circle roan 9 wi' anxious care, 
To see wha fortune wad decide 
To be the neist bridegroom and bride :-* 
When, lo ! the die of fate was cast, 
And lightet saft on Betty's breast : — 
The shouts o' laughter roan* were spread ; 
She stept aside, bat naetbing said ; 
While Davie thought the time's at hand 
That be maun either fa* or stand.— 

O Happiness, ye wily jade, 
That naaks baitb poor and rich sae mad, 
And towering genius dull and doited, 
And sober sages capernoited, 
W ha anxious search but canna get ye, 
While ye sit still and never fret ye: 
Though aft your secret dens and haunt*, 
Are fund by folks wha are nae saunts ; 
By rhymin' second -sighted skill, 
I've fund the mansion wbare ye dwell : 
At least where you and I baa met, 
For 'deed ye're seldom sicker set. 
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•Tis whan the piper's martial (ay 

Sweeps o'er soe&e Highland wild strathspeys 

Whar sprightly flickering dance is seen. 

And lightly flows the tartan sheen; 

A reekin' bowl, or Highlan' gill, 

The ready rhino at our will ; 

A frien' at han\ wV wit and glee. 

The lass we like best on our knee* 

Wba winna be content wi' this, 

Is ill to please o % wnrldly bliss. 

Yet still oar wooer wasna happy, 
Though felly half and half wf nappy % 
Thosghhale and feir, and ronth o' rents* 
Uke Adam, still he had his wants* 
Alas ! he kentna whar to gang; 
Pat Davie saw his help at han'. 
Right blythe he sat by her, I ween^ 
Bat itbers soon thrust in atween, 
,And if she on them deigned to look, 
He thought it something frae him took ; 
For envy catched him in her thrall, 
And turned his sweetest joys to gall. 
Bat whisky ay gars courage come, 
Dispels ilk doubt, ilk fear and gloom * 
For fir&t ae service, then anither, 
His courage syne began to gather | 



T-M COUNTRY LASS* 69 

He e'ed his boots, and thought them braw, 
Then a' his fears he flung awa ; 
Be bowed — she smiled, and raise to reel, 
And few could play their part sae wee!. 
Her lint-white locks were belted roun', 
Save carls that played her e'e aboon, 
Where Cupid was in ambush laid, 
And mony a wily trick he played : 
Her shapely neck, o' fairest hoe, 
Was graced wP garnets, gilt and bine: 
But vain wad Art her gam-flowers shaw, 
Whar Nature's lilies rival snaw. 

He gazed, he viewed her o'er and o'er, 
Nor lap he e'er sae light afore, 
Syne pu'd her down apo' his kn ee - - 
O, what a happy man was be ! 
He boasts for breath, bat naething said, 
His ban 4 upo' her shoutber laid. 
His hopes were high, his heart was fain, 
He dights his brow and hoasts again : 
Yet still in art o' wooing slack, 
At length she gloomy silence brak : 
" How's a* your fouk at hame ?'' quo she *, 
" They're middling weel." again quo bet 
" To set ye hame I v ad be fain ; 
V*e warrant ye'll no gang your lane. 
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I saw ye brawlie whan ye cam 

Out owre the mair wp gard'ner Tam s 

As soon as ye cam to the brow, 

I look it lang and thought 'twas you ; 

Oar young cowt gov'd, I ga*em a whack, 

He pranced, and syne the back- rape brak. 

Whan 1 was tackin't up thegither, 

He ate the brecham affthe i there 

For he's sae fa" o 9 pranks and tricks : 

And jumps, and flings, and snores, and kick 

Yet though he's ill and ill ancugh, 

I ne'er saw ony in a pleagh, 

When rivin 1 through yon bent and heather, 

That I wad gae the tane for t'ither ; 

But though I say't that soudna tell, 

Nane e'er dare work wi'ra but mysel'. 

My mitber o' bim dreads ay skaith, 

And says he'll some day be my death % 

And ance he hurt my shin right sair,"-~ 

Thinks Bess, ye* ll mak' a bonny pair 2 

So up she gat and tripp-d her ways, 

And left the laddie in amaze ; 

Nae lunger could she thole his blether, 

Bat slipt bame cannie wi' her father ; 

He ne'er again, at kirk or fair, 

Durst ever wi' her taigle mair. 



\ 
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PART III. 



C5e IStfrHe** |3w*t. 



The neist was o' the black coat tribe, 
Wi* sturdy limbs and sboutbers wide$ 
Uuinfluenced by cauldrife Saturn, 
Had Ian o been gaping for a patron ; 
Yet somehow ne'er the nail could bit, 
But mist it ay just at the bit : 
»» Whether the age had swarmed wi teachers, 
Or men were tho*vl<*ss grown 'bout preachers f- 
Or sense was scorned while clubs iiad chances, 

Or priests war plentier grown than manses, 

* 

Or if the laddie wanted merit, 
Or savoured mair o' flesh than spirit ; 
Or gin they're a 1 like ilher men — 
It's mair I'm sure than I can ken. 

» 

Bat wha can hae a mind sae mirk, 
Although his reverence gatnae ki k, 
To think that he should jog through life, 
Without the pleasures o' a wife ; ^ 

v 
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Or, like a celibastic Roman, 
Forswear the joys o' lovely woman I 
A neibour's bairn was be, I ween, 
And at the college aft bad been ; 
Had learnt to trim his beard wi grace, 
Wi whiskers half-gate o'er his face; 
Could speak and spell wi modish skill, 
And broach the doctrine o' "free will;** 
Pat on bis claes wi meikle pain, 
And brash them clean o 1 stoar and stain 
Name kittle words as smooth as satin, 
And shaw how they were born frae Latin i 
White whalebone bosks for ladies dink, 
And wrote love-letters without ink : 
Hiirht sharp the valgar's fants discerning 
And saw the benefits o' learnin ; 
Cpnld mak a bow or shake a paw 
Wi ony gentle o' them a\ / 

When dark December's days were shor^ 
He sometimes tried the shooting sport, 
Wow as John's groun' was thinly dyket> 
And had the moirfowl that he liket, 
He'd aft come in, and tak a seat, 
To see the lass, and crack wi Kate; 
Or gie the present o* a hare ; — 
For he was ay made welcome there. 
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» 
To what the house could e'er afford 

O' coaly or yill, or bed, or board. 

Syne she would speir gif he could (eU 

What age was Adtim whan he fell ? 

W hether the serpent flew or gued ? 

If Abel's wound was on his head ? 

Gif Cain's mark was warl like ? 

Wha biggit Paradise yard dike? 

Wha it was first that span a sark ? 

Gif Aaron's rod was peeled o' bark ? 

If circumcision hurt ane sair ? 

What was the weight o' Abs'lom's hair?-*- 

Wi mony mae o' sic like kin*, 

Alight puzzlet mony a learnt divine, 

Wertna that Stackhouse, by his study, 

Has made them pat and plain already. 

When for sic kindness, in return, 

He'd aft invite them owre the burn, 

And fell twa burds whiles wi ae stane— * 

Said grace and saw young Betty hame. 

Whan times would answer, now and thar£ 

He'd tak her kindly by the haun, 

Say, not a lady he did know, 

A haun sae saft or fair could shew ; 

Then kiss't, and clasp it to his breast, 

And say he would be truly blest* 
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The too much favoured, happy man, 
Would get that heart as weel's the haun : 
While she would, laughin, push him aft, 
And say, I'm sure the man's gane daft. 

When last frae Embrugh he cam hame. 
He brought her a braw muntit kame, 
A box, a broach, a gowden pin, 
And learnt her how to put them is-';. 
Then shawed her fashion's newest rig^ 
And how to crisp and curl a wig — 
Wi meikle mair, ye needna doubt, 
A eountra lass kend nought about ; 
Till through the eountra, kirk, and clachan, 
She turned the tap and ton o' fashion. 

But ance, when gloamin shed her rays, 
As they came owre the breckan braes— 
The auld folks now war out o' sight, 
The sun was sunk ayont the height,— 
His arms he laid around her waist, 
And ay he close and closer prest. 
4i My dear Eliza ! love," he said, 
" My only angel ! heavenly maid ! 
Come, sit thee down, till I explain 
The causes o' my grief and pain. 
With ardent fires my breast doth burn. 
It's a* for your sweet sake I mourn. 
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# let me clasp thee in my arms, 
And bless me wi thy heaven o' charms." 
Syne said, his heart was in a low ; 
He spak o' darts, and Cupid's bow : 
Neist ca'd her Venus, Heb% and Iris, 
And names that stunned her wi their queernegp 
Till, by some motions o' his hand, 
She better cam to understand. 
*• 'Tis love," says he* " maks me sae frees . 
I hope, my soul, ye will forgie." 
" These hopes shall ne'er be realised !" 
Quo 9 Bet, offended and surprised. 
" Is that your scripture, and your readin, 
Your Embragh tricks, and college breed in?' 7 
Yet still he held her in his grip, 
And wasna willin to let slip : 
Says, "Had your tongue, Bess 9 for my blessing 
David, ye ken, was gien to kissiu." 
When lo! a bark cam frae the hill, 
And syne a whistle, loud and shrill. 
*Twas shepherd Sandy, wi his doggie, 
Cam skelpin down tho glen .sae scroggie; 
His plaid outowre his shouther Hung, 
While wi his notes the echoes rang. 
Right fain was she the tyke to see: 
the fribble down upon his knee; 
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Nae Sanger parley did be claim, 
Bat let her gae, and slippit bame ; 
Nor was he anxious to come back, 
Wi Kate or her to get a crack. 

Oh ! luckless, perverse, nameless failio, 
Tacket to every rank and callin, 
To a 9 capacities thy lessons 
Addressed are, and a 1 professions ; 
Alike thy balefu inflaence clings 
To cotter's stalls and courts ©' kings; 
Thou leadst the righteous aft astray. 
The virgin green and maiden grey, 
Till scarce a lifetime can atone 
For what some thoughtless moment's done* 
But if thou meanest to do right, 

Or I've found favour in thy sight, 
Ob ! never saw thy wiV-kail seed 
Near by the poet's houseless head, 
Or let his dreams ken aught about ye,-~ 
Alas! he's fraiks anew without je. 



( 
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PART IV. 
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Now Sandy was a clever chiel, 
And could baith read and write fa weel ; 
Had thoughts on things baith in and out-* 
Kent mair than ony herd about; 
At sic like wark as he profest, 
Was never hinmost, if no best* 
He ance a day conld dance and sing, 
And on the pipes play mony a spring ; 
But love, the bane o' high and low, 
That shoots the shepherd and the bean, 
Had hart his peace, bat ment his pen, 
Although he ne'er let ony ken : 
For Poverty, wi iron claw, 
That cauldrife rook that paiks as a\ 
Had chilled his hopes and dimmed his views t 
He for a helpmate wooed (be muse* 
Nature, through a 9 her varied hue, 
To him had charms for ever new : 
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He aft would sing his lassie's praise, 
Wi a' bis native barns and braes, 
And link them op in rustic rhyme, 
To answer his load chaunter's time ;. 
Or sing, in rude and bolder lays, 
Some follies o' our modern days. 
But where the social band was met, 
He ne'er was seen to gloom or fret ; 
Twos there he herry't pleasure's nesj^ 
And oouped his cap up wi the. best, 
Till, saft and clear, like morning dew* 
The flights o* wit and humour flew. 
Or if a frien did stand in need 
O' help by either word or deed, 
He ne'er was swear a haun to Jen, 
And deemed it siller's noblest en* : 
That gart hirasel whiles be ueglecked, 
And by the war Idly disrespecked. 

But Betty whiles would guess a part,-** 
For love by looks can judge the heart. 
They baith were bairns brought up tbegither* 
And ay were unco pack wi ither. 
When at the school he took her haun, 
Or cleant her claes if she had faun ; 
And wi Lis plaid would screen the shower, 
fire love to plague had vatched the power? 
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When she to milk the ewes had gane, 
He cam and bore the leglen hame ; 
Or at the blight she ne'er thought Jang, 
While he tauld o'er some tale or sang ; 
And lent her buiks to read at leisure. 
Syne tanked them o'er wi meible pleasure. 
Till words and thoughts begat a kinship 
O' ties mair tender far than frienship. 

But Kate saw soon, wi wilj e'e, 
And thought that sic things shouldna be| 
Their bairn taen up wi a herd laddie. 
And cootlan by their lanes already : 
So she was now keept close within ( 
Her mitber ay had tow to spin, 
Till love and learnin a* gaed way,— 
At the niest term, ne'er asked to stay, 
He hired him wi a neibour man, 
And saw but Betty now and than. 

Sae it was a' but fair and right, 
That he should see her hame that night.-* 
Jocosely speired whare she had been, 
That she was gaun sae late at e'en ; 
And how the priest had chanced to turn 
Afore be saw her owre the burn ? 
She hid her face and tried to laugh, 
And said " she hadna been far aft. 
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Ye see that he has taen the rue, 

Bat gif he's gane l're gotten you." 

Bat than/ 9 quo he, "I'm no sae sonsict 

To bau4 away the wights anchancie ^ 

For fient a fay durst e'er appear 

Sae lang as he was gaun you near. 

Yet, rather than ye gang yonr lane, 

I'll do my best to see ye name. 

Bat, bless me, Betty, gies your haan, 

Ye look as ye could hardly stan ; 

There's surely something wrang or ither* 

Ye ne'er let ae sab wait anither." 

Kindly her haan and arm she gaed : 

Awa' they slipt bat naething said* 

Yet, in that silent situation, 

For what would he hae changed bis station? 

Right fain would she hae tell't him a\ 

Yet something ay within said na. 

The heart was fa, 'twould fain been ou^ 

Bat coadna light on words to suit,—* 

Till memory stept across the min\ 

And waked the days o' auld langsyne. 

The hawthorn yet stood on the brae 

That shielt them mony a simmer day $ 

Whare the slee pyat wont to hap, 

The lanely cushet cooin sat: 
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Their seats and booses reared wi care, 
The stanes lay scattered here and there ; 
And saugh- trees planted by hi? haan, 
Waved high their taps, and hid the stran\ 
What various thoughts the mind pour tray ed,—* 
His cheek to her's he saftly laid. 
While sympathy, wi simple hand, 
Forgat that modesty forbad. 
E'en waefu Ken, with gratefa e'e, 
Wad lick her haan, and whisk her knee; 
Till she wad straik and clap bis head, 
Then joyfu on the way he'd lead. 
" O Bess, thir scenes are dear to me, 
Bat doably sae whan blest wi thee ;— 
Dear as when hope the mind employs, 
To picture scenes o' future joys : 
Though simmer has withdrawn his beam£, 
They're aften present in my dreams, 
Wi a' the flowery birth o' May, 
When we, like them, were young and gay** 
Ilk bill and dale, and buss, and green, 
Whispers how happy we hae been ; 
I fear they'll ne'er return again.— 
And pleasure past bat heightens pains 
As wintry calms in mildest form, 
Prove aft the prelude to a stormv 
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When ye was near I ay was glad, 

And seemed to see you aft, when fled t 

As music through the ear does thrill, 

Though ceased, we seem to hear it still*. 

I kentna then, as I ken now, 

What ill the want o' wealth could do; 

Or, if for't e'er my heart did ake, 

*T\vas only, truly, for thy sake ; 

W« , fondest fancy whiles would move, 

To picture a' the joys o' love ; 

Till [ my wishes could explain, 

And some day ye would be my ain : 

T hen a* my fears to air wad gang — 

Now tell me, was I right or wrang ?'• 

• fc If s no for roe/' quo she, " to say 

What may be done tome it her day : 

Nor can I weel f e'en now, define 

Ti.e thoughts, when young, that crossed my mic 

But this L ken, as weei's yoursel, 

That some gang daft whan they hear tell : 

And mair particularly my mither. 

Whene'er she kens that we're thegither. 

On marriage I'm no fully bent, 

Nor do I yet ken their intent ; 

But soon as I can guess their views, 

I'll sen you twa lines o' the news ; 
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Ye needna doubt — I'll no forget— 
Bat, see ! we're maist eome to the yett ; 
YeM better turn/'— Quo be, " Ye'li mind," 
So kissed, sheuk hauns, and parted kind ; 
While back he scoured out owre the bent, 
And thought his journey no ill spent* 
The pai trick whirred alang the ley, 
The pliver whistled o'er the fey, 
The bleater coursed aboon the bog, 
Up the glens crap the lazy fog ; 
The saft win 9 shook the witherin grass: 
But Nature in her hamely dress, 
Wi her habiliments laid by, 
Can please us, whan the hopes are high. 
Amang his mountains, bleak and bare, 
He hugs himsel wi hamely fare, 
And sleeps as soun 'tween earthen wa's, 
As lords within their lofty ha's. 
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PART V. 



But ah ! there was a merchant loan, 
That lived in the neist borough ton n, 
A wilie, spruce, and nipping blade, 
Wba made the penny ay bis trade, 
And played npo' the country foibles, 
Or sootbed tbe lasses up wi baubles; 
To every creed he tuned his strain, 
And sauld his music ay for gain : 
Had aft the art, wbare'er he went, 
To mak fouk wi themsei's content : 
This gart them aft his fauts forget ; 
For flattery's ay a sicker bait. 

Wi three half-crowns, he wan at herding 
He toiled till he had got a birden 
O 1 coats, and gowns, and corduroys, 
And lace, and gauze, and ither toys ; 
Nor after that was he tnair slack, 
But gat a beast to bear his pack. 
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At John's he'd stay baith weeks and days, 
And clash wi Kate, and sell them claes, 
And wbyles upo* the trump would play, 
Or sing the dools o' Duncan Gray ; 
Or gie to Bet, though she was tma, 
A screed o' lace, to mak her braw : 
And aften to himsel wad hum— 
" Thy tocher will do good to some/ 9 
A throwgaun, rattlin, merry chief, . 
And fouk a' thought him doin' weel ; 
Till a' at ance, be made a stop, 
But after soon set up a shop. 

Whan Betty chanced to gang to fair, 
To buy some braws, or sell her ware, 
Although the shop was e'er sae prest, 
He'd speir for her, and a 1 the rest ; 
Would rub bis bauns, her cbin would pat, 
Say, " Love, and dear, and bonny Bet, 
Do ye no want a braw new gown, 
A muslin mantle, or a crown ? 
John, show these shawls and sarsnets, quick, 
That came frae Lon'on the last week. 
Now, I can tell ye, without flatterin, 
Baith for the cheapness and the pattern, 
They're most astonishing to see ; 
But leak yoursel, and heedna me, 
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I'll mak them but ye needna tell ; 

Nane gets sae low, love, bat yoursel.* 
Then wad he kindly lead her ben, 
And seat her in the parlour en', 
Where tea and trockery a' war rea(Jy f 
That weel might ser'd the brawest lady; 
A Roman urn, wi siller labs, 
And China ware, wi giltet gabs. 
" But sic a change was nerer seen ; 
Bless me, ye're turned a strappin quean, 
Sin' I stayed at your father's house; 
He was an honest man, and douce! 
And than, sae fluently 's ye speak, 
And sic a blossom's on your eheek ; 
Though our town nymphs be trig and braw, 
Shame fa' me but ye ding them a\ 
I'm sure the lads are rinnin monie. 
For you, sae rich, and braw, and bonny. 
Wha saw your craft about the gloamin, 
Wad see them thick and tbrang a- roam in.** 
A' this he said. Then she again— 
46 O sir, ye're surely makin' game; 
Or think ye I can a* believe 
What ye in compliment me give ? 
But, Mr Din, if ane might speir, 
Ye've haen a* house this mony a yea?, 
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Wi a 7 things fit to comfort life- 
How live ye thus without a wife ?" 
" I own," quo he, " in this I'm wrang j 
Bat than the warl held ma thrang ; 
And, ere that 1 can get gear wi me, 
The fient a ane, I fear, will hae me. 
Ye see I've near lost mark o' mouth, 
And lasses ay are fond o* youth : 
But tell me truly, now, could ye 
Be happy wi the like o' roe ? 
In this, dear Bet, I am not mockin, 
Though whiles I hae a gate o' jokio. 
O ! what a pleasure I wad hae, 
To keep you like a lady gay."— 
But here the prentice in did pop, 
And o' the dialogue made a stop. 
So she gaed bame, while it was ilght 9 
And dreamt o' ribbons a 1 the night : 
For fashion's freaks sae filled her head* 
She soon forgat her shepherd lad ; 
Or, if she min r t him sin' that night, 
She saw him in a different light — 
A decent lad, and gien to read in, 
But than has neither bouse nor haudin^ 
And then my mithei's peace 'twould kill 
Bairns aj- should do their parents' wills. 
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They maistly ay do weel does that — 
Weel foaks in towns live trig and neat. 
And some do say. if poortith come, 
That love, like reek, flies up the loin. 
Thus by the dint o' soundest reason, 
She fatmd her former passion treason.—* 
Let doatin fools say what they will, 
A woman will be woman still. 

But in the morning whan she raise, 
She showed them a 1 her braw new claeg, 
And tauld auld Kate, she never saw 
The merchant hae a shop sae braw. 
*« Frae Lon'on now his goods he brings ; 
I'm sure he sells a 9 unco things. 
The factor's wife, wi* young Miss Grace, 
Were there, and bought a new pelisse, 
A' trimmed wi gimp o* velvet green, 
The prettiest thing that e'er was seen. 
The fouk say, a' the countra roun, 
He sells the cheapest i' the town ; — 
And than, he's ay sae frank and free ; 
Yestreen he gart me stay to tea, 
And showed me a% before we stenlit, 
Out through the house ; — it*s newly pentit ; 
And meikle raair than I can name, 
0' furniture that's new come name i 
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Syne tret me to a glass o' gin, 

And wondered that ye ne'er cam in." 

" Guid sooth," quo Ka'e, " lass, I'll be ban 

To lay a plack, forgain'a pan, 

He's on yon thrown a wylie e'e : 

For weel I mind, whan ye were wee, 

He'd please you aft whan I was thrang, 

And sing you monie a merry sang, 

And bring you fairins frae the fair, 

And speak about your bonny bair. 

Although the town's fouk, wi their havens 

About him raise sic lies and elavers, 

The fient a civiler chiel there's in't : 

Fouk ay should roose the foord's they fio't." 

To please anld John, too, he had skill, 
Wi routb o' cracks and routh o' yttl, 
" How the last Pari i men t that sat 
Was busied wi the Lord knows what, 
O' kirk and state and dark petitions, 
And souderin mighty coalitions ; 
What Wellington bad done in Spain; 
How foreign war keeps up the grain : 
That tax and tithes were now nae play, 
And land was risin every day; 
How the rude Russians frae the woods, 
Had sou»ed poor Boaey i' the sud*, 
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And cowed bis garments by bis wame, 
And shaved his beard and sent him name, 
And raised a dearth mang Paris barbers ; 
How Britain shored to block bis harbours f 
Bat some said whan it earn a thow 9 
They feared again his beard wad grow, 
And learn the Cossacks a new fling, 
And cow their whiskers 'gain the spring! 
How Yankee'** sons, wi wicked speed, 
Wi Madison at their board head. 
Had led oar brigs and boats a dance. 
And taen their trade awa' to France : 
How, gif the Papist bill would pass, 
f Twould bring the nation to distress; 
Sound orthodox it would enthrall, 
And fill their seats wi sons o' Baal: 
For Satan and the Man o' Sin 
Need nought bat their wee finger in, 
And Gibeon's sons, wi a 1 their clatter, 
, Should hew the wood and draw the water. '*-* 
Auld John gaes harae, and thought and said, 
Weel, yon chiel has an unco head. 

So a 1 bowls now rowed square and right, 
The auld fouks saw their prospects bright* 

While Betty's heart was blythe and gay$ 
The merchant cam ae King's fast-day ; 
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They a 1 a kindly welcome gaa'm. 
And treat him weel wi curds and cream; 
When in return fou kind was he, 
And fetched auld Kate a pun' o' tea : 
They cracked owre a 1 the news in town, 
And preed a drap to synd them down ; 
Syne tauld his erran pat and plain, 
And saw it wasna that ill taen. 
Betty leaked down and held her tonga*; 
Her mither doubted she was young", 
And aiblins whiles might act amiss, 
In managin a house like his. 
" Indeed/ 1 quo 1 John, " I canna tell, 
I wished her ay to please hersel ; 
And wbar she liket best to gang. 
Unless 'twere a 9 the farer wrang; 
Its nae taut the} that bear the load 
Should hae the choosing o' the road, 
And 4hey wha clim the slippery tree, 
Should pluck the fruits that please the e'$» 
The great respect to her yeVe paid, 
Slid surely ay be duly weighed : 
What say ye, docbter, speak out plain 
Your answer to the gentleman <?" 
She tarried lang, as in a swither, 
Then sought a fortnight to consider J 



$t THE COUNTRY fcAM» 

While he, contentit, slippet ham* # 
For, 'las i his fire edge was gane. 
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But by some how it soon cam out, 
1 And neibours taukt o't roan aboat 9 
And through the coantra flew ding dang, 
That thae twa wad be wed ere lang ; 
Whan some, nae doubt through frienly viewjfr 
Tauld Sandy the unwelcome news, 
Whilk sic a stoun sent to his breast 
As some h#e foun' bat few exprest. 

Hae ye no seen the towering pine 
Spread oat its arms to western wind. 
Or bathe its bod in April dews, 
While wild birds warbled through its boughs* 
Till loud the northern blasts are borne, 
Its foliage thinned, its branches torn ? 
Or hae ye seen the parent mild, 
Bow o'er his sickly only child, 
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While silent griefs bis bosom wound, 
Unmindful of his friends around ? 

So stood be, like a statne dumb, 
While croud in' thoughts his mind o'ercome^ 
Or, if a gleam stept cross his mind, 
O 1 days whan she was true and kind. 
Then wicked memory, ne'er asleep, 
That brings the soar as weei's the sweet, 
Brought to bis mind anitber matter— 
How she bad never sent the letter ; 
Or when he saw her e'er sinsyne, 
To be their lanes did ne'er incline. 

Now what though simmer roun did bloom. 
And breezes bore the saft perfume; 
The birken bank or blushing flower 
To please him now had lost their power ; 
The bird that charmed him in the spring, 
Was now an idlcf chitterin thing; 
The burnie singin owre the linn 
But stunned and deaved him wi its din : 
-His mind, retiring, shunned ilk joy, 
Like sickly virgin, pale and coy : 
Even a' tbe pleasures life could gie, 
He viewed them wi a jaundiced e'e. 

To ease his mind frae doubts and dread, 
^.nd see gif a' was true was said, 
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At midnight boar, wi grief opprest. 

When thoughtless sauls were at their rest, 

He stauked awa 1 through win' and rain* 

And sought her door wi meikle pain f 

There at the window peepit in, 

But a 1 was still and dark within : 

His bane, his bliss, his a 1 was there;- 

His hopes were dull, his heart was sair; 

Each wonted signal now he tries, 

He chaps, be whispers, h oasts, and cries, 

'«• Oh ! are ye sleepin, Betty dear?" 

Yet she lay still and doughtna hear ; 

Bat the ancbancie curs within 

Soon heard, and made a gowlin din: 

Till Kate wauked, wi an unco fike, 

Cries 4t What's ado ! the dog's gane gyte! 

The Lord look till us and oar wean, 

For something sorely ca'd her name ; 

Like a wild skreich borne on the wind,v 

And thrice it dun tit on the grand : 

Wi sic a sonn my lugs were stouned 

The night afore Jean Tamson drowned.-** 

John, did ye hear that voice sae deep?" 

" Hout, I heard nought — lie still and sleep.'* 

His proud heart dun ted back wi grief, 
To be thus cowering, like a thief, 

■4 
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A 9 chilled wi cauld, and wet wi rain, 
For ane that felt nae for his pain. 
His patience could nae langer thole ; 
He stapt twa lines through the key-hole. 

The east win* blew, wi hailstanes keen ; 
The lightning gleamed the blasts between: 
His road lay owre a dreary muir 9 
And by a castle's haunted tower, 
Whar howlets screamed wi eerie din, 
Till vaults re-echoed a 1 within. 
The spate spewed owre ilk barn and sleugb, 
The tod screamt eldritch frae the clengh ; 
A old Dee spread wide his darkened waves, 
And roared amang his rocky caves ; 
The moon and stars their light withdrew, 
And hid their heads frae human view, 
As daunderin slaw § he stanked his lane, 
A' wearied, wan, and wae-begane, 
His fondest fairy dreams were fled — 
He sighed, and wished him wi the dead. 

O ! thou dread, wylie, wicked pest, 
That laughs at poverty distrest, 
Wham sighs and sorrows seldom move, 
Art thou the gentle power of Love? 
-Mild is thy visage, gay and young, 
Thy joice like fabled syren's song ; 

H 
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Soft is thy dalliance for an hotfr, 

Ere yet equipt with all thy power: 

Bat where with sceptered power thou reigns, 

Thou bindst thy subjects op in chains $- 

Chains stronger far than bands o' brass, 

Then leaves them, raving in distress. 

Bat whan the ruddy streaks o' dawn 
Had spread (heir light owre loch and lawn, 

r 

Up sprang the lark, on early wing, 
And wauked his field-mates round, to sing; 
W han Kate, ay eident for their weal, 
Gat up, and maist fell owre the wheel ; 
Her brats she on her bouk was drawin, 
Afore the cock had ceased frae craw in ; 
Then to the hall an graips her way, 
And leuks the lift, to judge the day. 
But, Sandy, ye was war than mad, 
To shoot your sonnets sic a road : 
For, coming near the water-kit, 
She sees some white thing at her fit, 
As back she owre the threshold treadit — 
But, praise be blest ! — she coaldna read it 
First thought it was a J— nie N— p— r, 
Then deemed it Betty's carting paper ; 
Flang't in the bole behint the lam, 
Rakes down the coals, and lights her gun. 
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Sat breakfast done, and reading by, 

The men to hill, and Kate to kye, 

W ben Betty, busied at her wheel, 

.And lilting owre Lord Moira's reel, 

Hard by the bole had taen her staan, 

She sees the scrawl, and kens the haun. 

The paper trembled as she read, 

And aye her colour came and gade: — 

*' Thon fause, though fairest o' thy kind, 

That wounds my peace, and racks my mind, 

Canst thou tby Sandy's heart disdain, 

And slight his love for sordid gain ; 

That ance his fondest hopes would cheer, 

And bless him with thy presence dear? 

J fain wad seen thee by thysel, 

To tak the lang and last farewell, 

Afore that waefa knot be tied, 

That bin's thee for anither's bride, 

And leads thee, blushing in thy charms, 

Into a happy rival's arms. 

Far be't frae me, that I dissuade, 

Or blame you for the choice youVe made : 

But had ye been content to gi 9 e 

Your haun through life, and luck wi me, 

For you ilk care and cross I'd meet, 

And toiled through winter's win' and weetf 
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Nor should it e'er been warldly gain, 
I think, should cost you grief or pain; 
Bat Fate sic favours dooghtna deign ; 

Alas ! ye never can be mine* 

* 

Adieu ! and may ye happy be, 

As e'er I thought to've been wj thee.** 

She wi amazement on't did stare. 
And wondered how it could come there.; 
Stunned and confused her senses seem, 
Like ane new wakened frae a dream. 



PART VII 



Cfr* tteggor ©rtrte. 



But soon cam in, and stapt her study, 
A silly, faichless, beggar bodie. 
The tattered remnants o' her claes 
Looked like remains o' better days : 
Though young in years, seemed auld in grief, 
And faintly sought some sma' relief. 
Within her withered, wearied arm, 
There lay a silly, thrawart bairn, 
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Wi caald and banger black and blue, 
That seemed to swap some face she knew. 
The waefn thing began to greet ; 
Sbe bade her come and warm its feet ; 
Then sighed, and pitied sair her lot, 
And gae her kail, warm frae the pot. 
Then in cam Kate, and did her e'e, 
Says, " Honest woman, whar live ye ? 
Hae ye a man ; or is he dead, 
That ye've sae early tried the trade ?" 
The waefu bodie hang her head. 
" Indeed, gaidwife, I've niest to nane, 
Although I chanced to hae this wean. 
Some's born to poortith, some to plenty ; 
Some ne'er do weel, though e'er so tentie*. 
My fouks a' died whan I was wee, 
And now I'm come to what ye see ; 
And a' by a faose merchant lown, 
Lives bet and fou within the town. 
He has brought me to meikle shame. 
And hurt my peace, my health, and name. 
Quo Kate, " Can that be Mister Din?" 
44 Indeed," quo she, " the vera ane. 
My gutcher, too, now he's awa, 
That lived within the Rattan Raw— 
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Ye aiblins kent him— Andro Reid — 

He seldom saw the faut f did. 

Sae I got plenty o* my will ; — 

We lived by selling hame-brewn yell. 

Rab aft cam owre at gloamin's e'e, 

To tak a drap, and crack wi me ; 

He soon turned mair than common kind ; 

But I eould never bow my mind, 

Though he would vow and praise my face. 

Till ance the priest had said the grace. 

Bat by his devilish Judas skill 

He soon brought a' things to his will : 

He said he had some secret en's, 

Forbye the angering o* his friens ; 

But for to shaw that he was kind, 

And put a 9 doubts out o 9 my mind. 

He kent a priest that lived near by, 

Whasoon our hauns and hearts would tiey 

But I should stay at hame as yet, 

Till ance we saw a time mair fit. 

Alas ! I sawna whar I ran, 

Like ithers, fond to get a man, 

Owre deep for me the scheme was laid, 

I deem't it gospel a' he said ; 

For what we wish we soon believe. 

Which gars me now baith greet and grieve. 
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The priest turned oat — what need I tell, 

A masked villain like himsel. 

I o' him now began to doubt, 

For he cam eeldomer about; 

And whan I rued, and vowed, and grat, 

He soothed me on wi this and that. 

We carried on a time o' sinnin, 

(For evil needs but a beginning 

Till, by our frequent being thegither, 

I fand I soon would be a mither. 

Sae whan it could nae mair be hid, 

'Twas then 1 o\ my spark got rid ; 

He shunned me now where'er we met, 

And scarce a word T e'er could get ; 

Then when I gaed to speak to him, 

He aye was thrang, or no within. 

So now my gutcher I maun tell, 

Whan I could hardly gang mysel. 

His time-worn cheek yet paler grew, 

The dim red frae his fa'en lip flew ;• 

cc Oh!- luckless bairn — this for my care" — 

He saw my tears, and said nae mair, 

But took his staff, awa' he set, 

But an unholy welcome gat* 

Rab would do nought but curse and swear, 

And ca' me names I ill could bear v 
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Denied oar marriage, time and place. 

And said he hardly kend my face, 

And would advise as, as a friend, 

To gang to some I better kend* 

For gif we gae him mair abuse, 

He'd tak us to a bigger house* 

We try't the law — the law was vain. 

It only brought expense and pain ; 

He took it to a higher court; 

We hadna siller to gie for't; 

A poind was ca'd, we maun remove, 

For saying things we couldna prove. 

Feeble, in want and sair disgrace, 

We wistna whar to shaw our face* 

My gutcher cheered me, said his prayers ; 

But grief brought down his auld grey hairs,. 

And ere this wee thing saw the light. 

His e'en were closed in endless night, 

And left us, at its luckless birth, 

Twa waefu outcasts on the yirth." 

Nae mair she said, wi grief opprest, 
But sighs and sabs made out the rest. 
The bairnie leuked wi piteous e'e, 
And skreech'd, and wail'd, and clasp'd her knee 
So feeble ivy round doth clira 
Yon leafless tree hangs o'er the linn* 
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" His presence bless as a' !" quo Kate* 
u The creature's in an unco state ; 
If a 9 be true that she has said, 
He's a debauched and devilish blade." 
While Betty's wheel ceased to gang roan, 
She jimpJy 'scapit frae a swoon ; 
Her rock tamed yellow, green, and blae ; 
She fand hersel she kentna how ; 
And cried oat load, " I winna hae him !" 
Quo Kate, " The Lord defend as frae him ! 
Or ony ane o 1 sic like kind 
Should e'er be boun' to me or mine." 

So John was tauld o' a 9 that past; 
And a 9 took out a full protest. 



PART VIII. 



C$e £ontlu*ion. 

But the niest week they lost a quey, 
Whilk strayed awa 9 to Sandy's fey ; 
Young Betty blythely gaed to get her, 
And he, as joyfu, saw and met her; 



94 THE ^OJDFJRY LASS, 

He spak, she surfed; 'jand leaked fa sweet — 

Twa hearts were pe'jMiso fond to meet; 

He clasped her ia ^yurms, and than 

He was a truly bapp^poan : 

Bat wha think ye could tell the power 

O' love within that happy hour? 

Or how he pressed, and she was kind — 

Let lovers picture' t i' their mind, 

That feel the favours o' sic blisses, 

Though naetbing passed bat harmless kisses. 

Thus hae I seen, in flowery springy 
The rose-tree forth her blossoms flingf ; 
Spread her saft fragrance through the air, 
Near by the lily, blooming fair, 
Though rudely bent wi showery blast, 
Look fairer when the storm was past. 

She vowed, o 1 gear her frien's sae proud, 
Might seek out for her wha they would, 
Be't priest, or laird, or limb o' law, 
She'd wed wi him afore them a 9 ; 
Then bade him come some day, and see 
What way the auld fouk would tak wi; 
And meikle mair they spak about, 
For lovers 1 talk runs seldom oat. 
Whan blinks o' day war partly gane, 

*ey to meet again* 
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Bat proad o' heart, and damp wi fear, 
To face aald Kate, for want o' gear : 
'Twas thus he stack 'tween hope and doubt, 
Till time a difference brought about. 
Fortune for ance brak through her rules, 
Grown weary ay o* favourin fools, 
And blest him wi a lump o siller, 
Though he had ne'er made courtship till her. 

He had an uncle, without weans, 
Li\ed lang amang the sugar canes, 
Had sauld his saul by unfair means, 
To win a fortune to his friens; 
Sae destitute o' ought was gude, 
For gowd would sauld his flesh and blude ; 
Had grusome caudrons ever boiling, 
And scores o' slaves around him toiling ; 
And aften would himsei solace 
Within their greasy black embrace. 
It's a' in taste ; but as they tell, 
He ay was whipper-in himsei ; 
And gart the lash wi rigour crack, 
Till red sweat started frae their back; 
It cured his spleen to bear their squeels, 
To score their hips, and clog their heels : 
T was strange that bell be never fear't, 
For nought on yirth comes half sae near't ; 
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Bat death strak in and scorched his liver, 
And boiled his brains up in a fever ; 
So he maun die, and leave them a 1 
To far-aff frien's he never saw. 

Now Sandy was nae langer blate, 
Bat cam to visit John and Kate, 
While Bess was unco blythe to see him, 
And a 9 a heart y welcome gie him; 
Kindly for a' his kin they speir-; 
Says ye're an unco stranger here; . t 
Sae soon an ingle was brought ben, 
And soon they plucked the hoodet hen-; 
A claith was spread upo 1 the board, 
And Sandy's Master'd every word* 
Kate wi her ain haun set a chair ; 
John said a grace like ony prayer ; 
Then heaps his plate wi beef and kail, 
And bids him tak a hearty meal ; 
Syne routfd they swill the barley broo. — 

O wealth ! what is't ye canna do? 
Thou get'st us friends, baith kind and mony; 
Maks hamely lasses dear and bonny ; 
Opes the blate wooer's steekit mouth ; 
And gars the lawyer speak the troth: 
Maks wee men great men, mony a time ; 
Oars poets preach, and pipers rhyme ; 
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And clears op mony a point o' faith : 
In short, reverses a' but death. 

Thus lack and love did baith combine 
Wi youth their hearts and banns to join; 
His proffers now were frank and warm, 
Nor did they deem his offers harm. 
The Haly Chanter gat a crown ; 
A cart was yokit for the town, 
To buy the braws they aff did bicker, 
Forbye a lade o' laeves and liquor; 
Then at the manse, as they came by, 
Besp&ke Mess John, the knot to tie. 
Thus time, as usual, glade away ; 
Bat Sandy thought ilk hour a day, 
Till ance that happy e'en drew near 
To fill his arms wi a' was dear; 
He thanked bis stars and happy fete, 
That blest bim wi his bonnie Bet 

It's no for my weak muse's wing 
The joys o' bridal nights to sing, 
Nor paint the scenes o* virtuous love, 
Wbar twa fond hearts in union move. 
Yet, though she downa weel express't, 
There's some, nae doubt, will try to guess't. — 
Nor will I tak in haun to say 
They war quite happy monie a day, 

i 
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And ay war foil as fond o' ither 

As the first day they gaed thegither. 

There's nana exempit firae life's cares, 

And few frae some domestic jars; 

A 9 wbyles are in, and whyles are out ; 

For grief and joy come time about. 

And they that doubt may try, and see 

Whether its them that's right, or me. 

Bat, if content stays here ava, 

Ye'd think their chance was no that sma. 
Now, should some critic snap and snarl 

At this lang tale, without a moral; 

Say, I've intruded on his time, 

Wi lengthened play o' doggerel rhyme, 

I freely own, 'twas wrote for pleasin*— 

This age is not for moralizin' : 

For this is law, says Vicar Bray, 

To suit yoursel to present day. 
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THE SOLDIER'S HOME. 



A TALE. 



W here yon grey rocks resist the flood 
On Scotia's southern strand, 

I saw, in melancholy mood, 
A rustic veteran stand. 

Silent he gazed on sea and shore ; 

High towered the village smoke, 
The son hard on his temples bore, 

While thus he silence broke ;«— 

" Here musing o'er the lapse of time, 
Since thoughtless childhood played, 

And ripening manhood's youthful prime 
In stately steps had strayed. 



100 THE SOLDHm'M HOME. 

" Imagination fondly roves 
Where cares and ills were few. 

And pictures all oar joys and loves, 
And hopes and fears anew. 

" The long lost youthful friend we view, 

mm 

Bedecked with heartfelt smiles, 
And tenderer ties of love review, 
With all her witching wiles. 

" With caution now each step we tread, 
And trace each haunt with care ; 

But youth is flown, and friends are fled ; 
Alas 1 she dwells not there. 

" Though fair each streamlet still does flow, 

And wider spread the trees ; 
Yet by some cause they waken woe — 

Ceased is their power to please I 

" A siraager occupies the cot 

Where first my being grew, 
A rude, unpolished, selfish sot, 

With all bis gaping crew. 

" One friend, that sighed for fortune large, 
To foreign lands has sped ; 
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A dearer left his lonely charge, 
And laid him with the dead* 

" Thoughts fond and vain the mind employ— 

We're borne along the stream ; 
The bad of life is all a toy. 

Its wane a weary dream. 

" My first fond love in life's fair morn, . 

By luckless love undone. 
Retiring far from public scorn, 

Has reared her only son. 

" Why left I what my soul held dear, 

To sigh in crowds alone ? 
*Twas siren Hope sung in mine ear, 

And, flattering, soothed me on. 

" Dear Mary, though for fame and gold - 

The battle blade I've borne, 
lio, here I come, more poor, more old, . 

More wretched and forlorn. 

" But shall not we join hand in hand, . 

Our wayward fate to bear, 
And closer bind each former band, . 

And wipe each falling tear ? 

1 2. 
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" Prosperity may well afford 

A beam to glad the breast; 
Bat ne'er could touch the tender chord, 

Like mutual love distrest. 

" Welcome ye distant bills and heath, 
Though barren, rude, and bare ; 

My Mary's smile shall smooth each path, 
And sooth the brow of care." 

Thps sung the soldier, worn with toil ; 

His country's shield and spear; 
With mingled passions marked the soil, 

Untrod for many a year. 

Though pointed pebbles on the way 

Assailed bis weary feet; 
The wild bird carroled loud his lay, 

And cheered him up the steep. 

But when the destined booth he reached, 
Where jutting crags were seen, 

A silver lake its bosom stretched, 
And wild woods waving green. 

Quick beat his heart with fondest joy, 
He gazed, he viewed them o'er ^ 
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His Mary, by bis favourite boy, 
Sat knitting near tbe door. 

Wbat though fleet time with paler hue 

Her youthful bloom had foiled, 
Within her eye, of azure blue, 

Content and kindness smiled. 

His manly visage soon she knew, 

Though hacked in war's alarms, 
She rose, she gazed, and breathless flew 

Into his longing arms. 

As wept the father o'er his child, 
Whose absence long he mourned; 

Such joys might angels, undefiled, 
Feel when a soul's returned. 

There did he rest his wearied frame, 

And tell his tales of war ; 
His boy delights to hear the theme, 

And narks each honest scar. 

A father's fondest care is used, 

Each virtue to commend, 
Till, by degrees, he now has lost 

The father in the friend. 
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Such are the hope% the joys of age, 
That cheer lifa'f waning ray; 

More sore than all that Stoiexage, 
And lettered pride display. 
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THE OLD SHEPHERD. 



A TALE. 



raE cold winds of winter did blow. 

And hissingly swept o'er the hill ; 
The sun-beams were sickly and low, 

As they tinged yon ice-clotted mill. 

'Twas down by the white clif ted rock, 

Where the bare trees their branches spread wide, 

Round its base nipt a poor scanty flock. 
There a hoary Old Shepherd I spied. 

Each feature a sorrow betrayed, 

Though his looks they betokened the sage ; • 
His form like a bulwark decayed, 

And his head was o'er silvered with age. 
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Around him a mantle of grey — 

•Twas the dye that was worn by his sheep ; 
At bis feet lay his faithful friend, Tray, 

His charge that assisted to keep. 

His hands they were withered and bare. 
That tremblingly grasped his crook ; 

His brow it was farrowed with care, 
While wistful and wildly he spoke. 

" What is life bat a trifle, a toy ? 

A something, a nothing, that's gone ; 
As the shade of the cloud gliding by, 

Hope grasps, bat the phantom is flown, 

" Yet life's morning tasks, ye were sweet ; 

When the bosom was vacant and gay, 
How light was the sound of my feet, 

While I tuned up my pastoral lay ! 

" Till love from the eyes of my Ann 
Beamed forth and disquieted my mind ; 

Bat soon were my sorrows withdrawn, 
For my Anna was constant and kind. , 

" Though our cabin was lonely and low, 
Soft peace and content did abound ; 
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Oar labours sweet health did bestow, 
And oar pledges of love were around. 

" When apace oar young blossoms they grew, 

My bosom exalted within, 
As the striplings first gaided the plough, 

And the damsel was learning to spin. 

" Then fortune her gifts did unfold, 
And spread oat her gay gilded train; 

My flocks tbey increased in the fold, 

And the valleys waved wide with my grain. 

" But the follies of fashion and rank, — 
The bane of the youthful and fair, — 

Oar offspring like honey they drank, 
And my partner was caught in the snare. 

** Now oar cooling brick pavement was changed 
For a cloth that must cover the floor ; 

In place of oar milk-pails arranged, 
There goblets and vases did tower. 



«« Oar sons saw each race and each fair, 
And visits they gave and received ; 

^Twas confusion, and bustle, and care ; 
In our prospects we oft were deceived. 
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" The tabor beat time at the dance, 

And the 'Squire of the manor was there ; 

He deigned on oar daughter to glance: 
For my Mary was thoughtless and fair. 

" Alas ! could 1 smother the rest 1 
He proffered to make her his bride ; 

Decoyed, and then left her distrest: 
She sickened, repented, and died. 

" My favourite, the son of my love, 
Was bound to a trader in town ; 

But the youth learned to gamble and rove, 
Till his health and his virtue were flown. 

" Our oldest was haughty and vain: 

When he saw that our fortunes decreased, 

He hied him far over the main, 
And left us in sorrow distrest. 

" The wound of a parent's fond hope, 
My wife to her bosom has laid ; 

Ere her time does she wither and droop ; 
And the mind's with the body decayed. 

" I sigh for the friends of my youth ; 
I look ; but behold they are not ! 
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^Experience has taught me this truth ; 
I live, yet am almost forgot 

"< Like yon aged oak on the cleft, 

With bosom laid bare to each blast, 
IV hose branches are withered and reft, 

And leafless, and sapless, and waste, 

• c Thus lonely, through want and through cold, 
I tend these few sheep on the heath ; 

No friend to support me when old, 
To close my sad eyelids in death. 

*' O life ! thou art languid to bear 

How cheerless the prospects I see 
Though Spring shall with blossoms appear, 

She never can bud upon me. 

" But why should I murmur and sigh 

At the life-cheering tints of the Spring? 
Though a songster may sicken and die, 

Yet another shall carol and sing. 

• 

" Ye fields, ye shall flourish and fade, ' 
With your caves and your cataracts so lone; 

Some shepherd more gay shall you tread, 
When my name on the hills is unknown. 
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" Bat it's cruel, ye wealthy and high, 
Thus to spill the content of the swain; 

And 'tis folly in them, thus to sigh 
For the rank they can never maintain*" 
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A TALE OF TERROR. 

Yestreen, as I staw by yon anld rained wa f , 
Wbare heroes lie mouldering and rotten, 

There the chieftain of fame, and the fair peerless 
dame, 
Lie low in their mansion, forgotten. 

Below yon grey stanes lie the friar's haly banes, 
And the nan's in yon mouldering cloister, 

That lived their chaste lives without husbands or 
wives, 
Wi pains and wi penance right austere. 

Now lowly ye rest ; but your sauls they are blest ; ; 

For honour and truth was your treasure : 
And ye holy few, that, secluded frae view, 

Despising each worldly pleasure. 

Thus muring I strode o'er the green grassy sod, 
And thought on the frailties o' nature, 

How man's like a flower, that's cut down in an 
hourt 
A weak, thoughtless, short-sighted creature* 
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Midnight came soon, and the pale waning moon* 
O'er the verge her last shred was declining ; 

Dark clouds gathered roan', with, a dismal like 
gloom, 
As if spirits o' darkness were joining. 

The ominous note frae the raven's hoarse throat, 
Was joined by the far.flving heron ; 

Through the vaults the wind sang, and the un- 
touched bell rang, 
Chorused up by the owl's screeching clarion. 

Loud the rain lashed frae the wings o* the blast, 
And louder the thunder did bellow ; 

Tbe lightning's rude dash o'er the ruins did flash, 
While demons of darkness did follow. 

When lo ! to the west, where the ivy had prest, 
Rose the moanings of misery and horror ; 

The fire-ba's fell, like red bolts shot frae hell, 

Spreading fear, devastation, and terror. 

• 
When near to yon bust raise twa knights frae the 

dust, 
Wha's looks teemed wi terror and vengeance : 
Said. " through fervent zeal we've our souls sent 

to hell, 
Being of kings and of devils the engines. 
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"Our arms we have strained for what Cite ne'er 
ordained ; 

For the tomb and yon temple sae bonny, 
To clear Jewish parks free Saracens and Turks, 

And become a Jerusalem Johnny. 

" Through the fray we have dashed, till oar feet 
have been washed 

Wi blood o' the innocent Persian ; 
Bdt never yet deem'd, while their bodies we seam'd, 

That we from our duty were swerving. 

" In oar demon-like grap we have women ript ap, 
Though the child in the womb has been starting ; 

While the sum of oar gains, and reward of oar pains, 
Was the gift of a green or blue garten.' 
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Then neist frae the groan', raise a friar and a nan, 

Twa spectres wi horrible grinning 
They wildly accused, and each ither abased, 

For secretly tempting to sinnin. 

<< From the rich," says the monk, " I have eat and 
have drank, 
And paid with a Pope's toleration ; 
I have taught them a lie, for which I now fry, . 
And soothed o'er their souls to damnation. *- 

k2 



114 A TALE OF TERROR. 

" The poor I have racked, till their 
have cracked ; 
Stained their daughters with guilt and infection: 
I have lain with men's wives, challenged , then taen 
their lives; 
And all without dread or detection, 

" Made religion a cloak, real piety a joke, 
And hatched conspiracy and treason ; 

And in prosperous days we made faggots to blaze, 
And curbed every downing of reason." 

" And me," said the nan, " yonVe for ever on- 
done, 
By yoar lewd and your lawless caresses ; 
Yon strangled my child, though the innocent 
smiled ; 
And laughed at a mother's distresses." 

" You lie !" said the priest, anger swelled in his 
breast, 

« Thy child had a convent of fathers ; 
# Twas far other aims, than confessing your sins', 

Made you twine round our bodies like adders* 

" Thy dark hollow soul, with hypocrisy foul r 
Thou varlet^thou base lying Vandal I 
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What fiend ever matched ye false women de- 
bauched — 
You caused me, to save yon from scandal." 

Bat the morning bell strook, when I backward did 
look, 
To muse on those prospects sae dreary ; 
There was nought I could view, but the dark wav- 
ing yew ; 
Through the turrets the wind whistled eerie. 
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JOHNNY GILL. 



A TALE. 



Ken'd ye e'er 8 social chiel, 
A sober lad, that means nane ill ; 

Bat Hymen hooked him in his noose, 
And soared content wi Johnny Gill. 

Nane raise mair cheerfu' to their wark, 
Peace hovered round his bosom lang; 

Wi roath o* health his heart was light, 
And blythe he owre the lee-rig sang, 

Wha wi him a far coald streekit, 
Or borne a meal sack to his size? 

For thrice he banged the miller's man, 
And thrice he won the ploughing prize. 

Ruddy was his face, and graoefa', 
When first he hired wi Laird Mane, 
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Bat ere the winds o' ware were blawn> 
Part o's peace and health were gane. 

Sally Sloan, baith fair and pauky, 
That made the bed, and cleaned the roomy 

Soon twined him o' his manly heart, 
And left poor Johnny's bosom toom. 

Gay she spread her. carls daily, 

Ay she twinkled wi her een, 
Ay she basked her bosom dinkly ; 

Whyles a tapered leg was seen. 

Soon she saw the lad was dinted, 

Weel it suited wi her plan ^ 
Hadna she her views. extended*. 

To draw in baith laird and man, 

Lang he feared his min4 to mint it, 
Sally seemed baith proud and braw ; 

Sae fierce his love was the first fortnight, 
Fient a wink he sleept ava. 

Sober was the simmer e'eninV 

Mildly beamed the setting sun. 
Glistening on the cottar's window ; 

Bowin reek towered frae the lam. 



! 
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Down a wimpling buraie trotted, 
By 8 smooth and daisied green ; 

Here lay sarks, and sheets, and matches, 
Gowns and raffles bleaching clean. 

On its banks a bower was bigged, 
Theeked owre wi birken leaves, 

There gloamin brought the lads and lasses, 
Baith to court and watch the thieves. 

Happy bower, that aft has shielded 

Blushes o' the bashfn' maid; 
Though whyles beneath thee hae been happed 

Nymphs that needed nae sic aid. 

Here first Fortune favoured Johnny 
To breathe out his lowin flame ; 

A 9 the lave were soundly sleepin : 
Wha were happier now than them ? 

Lang they talked o' lads and lasses, 

Dresses seen at kirk or fair ; 
Syne o' courting and convoying : 

Lang ere he durst mention main 

Sally spak o' lads bein' faithless ; 
it .til an awsome sin ; 
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How she seldom saw them happy, 
Matches that hang lang i' win'* 

Johnny joined, and syne drew near her ; 

Need I tell what mair they'd say, 
Seeing now the ice was broken, 

Hope paved out the after way. 

Nae doubt sighs, and vows, and kisses, 

Claps and squeezes o' the haun, 
Thawed through time her snawy bosom ; 

Wha can sic a siege withstan' ? 

True it is, they soon were buckled — 

Soon flew by the hinny moon ; 
But ere sax months slippet slowly, 

Sail brought him a wally son* 

Thankless friens, by nods and whispers, 
Wi strange fancies filled his head ; 

Some said he had preed the dainties 
Ere the haly grace was said. 

Vexed and crossed, yet kendna weel how ; 

Aye he thought his conscience clear : 
Sally's mither saw him swithering, 

Whispered saftly in his ear, 
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That the first was seldom sicker- 
He maun for a troth* receipt ; 

The laird he spak o' learned causes; 
But John himsel could scarce belieVH. 

Anoe the carlin kept an alehouse ; 

Young anes whyles will kiss the cup; 
And daimen wives, when cankers cross them, 

Pree't to keep their courage op. 

Sally, gay, and used wi dautin' 

By friens or sweethearts a' her life, 

Now fand bnt few o' nights or days 
Her thoughts had pictured for a wife. 

Johnny's glee has now a sameness, 
His hamely fare's no worth a flee 

But weel she lo'ed a tasty neibour, 
Owre a social cup o 1 tea* 

He toils, while she maun hae a servant 
To do her drudgery out and in ; 

Her gentle hauns were never made 
To wash his ploughman hose, or spin. 

His meal or mart were seldom lasting 
Simmers cam and bore't awa* 



t ■ 
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The beds tamed bare, and without bo'sters ; 
The milk was soppet, taps and a\ 

"Sail, as bairns turned thick and thicker, 
A' her beauties changed their hue ; 

The laird, as nowte grew dear and dearer, 
Tnrned he wouldna grass the cow. 

Meal was dear, and scant the kitchen; 

Bairns were sma' and ill to rear ; 
John's locks wore thin, hut ay he laboured, 

Hoped ay better year to year. 

Thus he warsles wi the warld ; 

Sally's tongue's baith dreich and fell ; 
Age and poortith sairly shore him, 

Ere the bairns can fend themseL 

Should ye, lads, a wife that's wanting, 

See some fair lass o'er a gill, 
Gif her smirking looks entice yon, 

Ifind the fate o' Johnny Gill. 

Beauty seldom proves a blessing; 

The stealing fairy robs the min', 
Spreads a lure for knaves and flattery—: 

Source o' meikle dool and pine. 



Its jomwor giul. 

Hymen"! love's baith ureet and lasting, 
If frien'ly pradenoe beats the low ; 

Bat selfish pride, and careless habits, 
Damplhe strings ft Cnpidlsboir. 
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THE BROWNIE OP BLEDNOCH. 



There cam a strange wight to oar town-en 1 , 
, And the fient a body did him ken ; 
He tlrled na lang, bat he glided ben 
Wi a dreary, dreary hum. 

His face did glare like the glow o' the west, 
When the dnunlie cloud has it half overcast ; 
Or the straggling moon when she's sair distrest.— j 
O sirs 1 'twas Aiken-drum. 

I trow the banldfest stood aback, 
Wi a gape and a glower till their logs did crack, 
As the shapeless phantom mnm'ling spak, 
Hae ye wark for Aiken-drum? 

O had ye seen the bairns' fright, 
As they stared at this wild and onyirthly wight, 
As he staaket in 'tween the dark and the light, 
L And graned out, Aiken-drmn ! 
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Sauf us ! quoth Jock, d'ye see sic een ; 

Cries Kate, there's a hole where a nose should ha* 

been; 
And the mouth's like a gash which a horn had ri'en* r 
Wow ! keep's frae Aiken-dr urn! 

The black dog growling cowered his taH, 
The lassie s war fed, loot fa 9 the pail; 
Rob's lingle brack as he men't the flaH r 
At the sight o' Aiken-drum* 

His matted head on his breast did rest, 
A lang blue beard wan'ered down like a vest ; 
But the glare 6* his ee nae Bard bath exprest; 
Nor the skimes o* Aiken-drom. 

Roun' his hairy form there was naething seen. 
But a philabeg o* the rashes green, 
And his knotted knees played ay knoit between*;: 
What a sight was Aiken* dram ! 

On his waucbie arms three claws did meet,. 
As they trailed on the gran' by his taeless feet ;~ 
E'en the auld gudeman himsel did sweat, 
To look at Aiken-dram. 

But he drew a score, himsel did sain,. 

The auld wife tried, but her tongue was gane ^ 
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While the young ane closer clasped her wean. 
And tamed frae Aiken-drum* 

But the canny aold wife cam till her breath. 
And she deemed the Bible might ward affscaith, 
Be it benshee, bogle, ghaist, or wraith-—. 
But it fear'dna Aiken-drnm. 

" His presence protect as 1" quoth the aald gade- 

man; 
u What wad ye, whare won ye— by sea or by Ian' t 
I conjare ye speak — by the Beak in my haan !".. 
W hat a grane gae Aiken-dram. . 

" I lived in a Ian 9 whar we saw nae sky, 
I d wait in a spot whare a born rins na by ; 
Bat I 9 se dwall now wi yoa, if ye like to try—- - 
Hae ye wark for Aiken-dram t 

« Ml sbiel a 9 yoor sheep i* the mornin' sane,* * 
J '11 berry yoar crap by the light o' the moon, 
And baa the bairns wi an unkenM tone, 
If ye 1 !! keep pair Aiken-dram, 



• On one occasion, Brownie had undertaken to ga- - 
ther the sheep into the bught by an early hour, and so - 
seatooaly did he perform his task', that not only was « 
there not one sheep left on the hill,. bat he had also.*. 
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" I'll loop the linn when ye canna wade y 
I'll kirn the kirn, and I'll torn the bread ; 
And the wildest fillie that ever ran rede 
I'se tame't," quoth Aikendrum ! 

• 

« To wear the tod frae the flock on the fell — 
To gather the dew frae the heather bell— 
And to look at my face in your clear crystal well r 
Might gie pleasure to Aiken-drunu 

*' V&e seek nae guids, gear, bond, nor mark ; 
I use nae beddin, shoon, nor sark ; 
But a cogfu' o' brose 'tween the light and dark, 
Is the wage o' Aiken-drum." 

Quoth the wylie auld wife, " The thing speaki 

weel; 
Our workers are scant— we hae routh o* meal ; 
Gif he'll do as he says — be he man, be he de'il^ 
Wow! we'll try this Aiken- drum." 

But the wenches skirled " he's no be here I 
His eldritch look gars us swarf wi fear, 

collected a number of hares, which were found fairly 

Senned along with them. Upon being congratulated on 
is extraordinary success, Brownie exclaimed, " Con- 
found {hae wee gray anes ! they cost me mair trouble 
than a 9 the lave o them." 
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And the feint a ane will* the house come near,: 
If they think bat o* Aiken-drum. ' 

" For a foal and a stalwart ghaist is he, 
Despair sits brooding aboon his e'e bre?, 
And anchancie to light o' a maiden's e 9 e r 
. Is the grim glower o' Aiken-dram. 1 ' 

" Pair slipmalabors! ye hae little wit; 
Ist'na hallowmas now, and the crap oat yet ?' 
Sae she silenced them a 9 wi a stamp o' her fit^ 
Sit yer wa's down, Aiken-dram. 

Roun' a* that side what wark was done, 
By the streamer's gleam, or the glance o' the moon ; 
A word or a wish — and the Brownie cam sane, . 
Sae helpfa' was Aiken-dram*. 

Bat he slade ay awa or the son was op, . 
He ne'er conld look straaght on Macmillan's cap ;* 
They watched — bat nane saw him his brose ever, 
sup,. 
Nor a spune sought Aiken-dram* 



* A communion cup, belonging to M'Millan, the well- 
known ousted minister of Balmaghie, and founder of a 
variety of the species Covenanter. This cup was trea- ( 
surea by a zealous disciple in the parish of fcirkcowan, 
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On Blednoch banks, and on crystal Cree# 
For mony a day a tolled wight was he; 
While the bairns played harmless ronn* his knee, 
Sae social was Aiken-drum. 

Bat a new-made wife, fa' o' rippish freaks, 
Fond o' a' things feat for the first fire weeks, 
Laid a mouldy pair o' her ain man's breeks 
By the brose o' A i ken-dram. 

Let the learned decide, when they convene, 
What spell was him and the breeks between ; 
For frae that day forth he was nae mair seen, 
And sair missed was Aiken-dram. 

He was heard by a herd gann by the Thrieve, 
Crying " Lang* lang now may I greet and grieve ; 
For alas ! I bae gotten baith fee and leave, 
O, luckless Aiken-drum." 



and long used as a test by which to ascertain the ortho- 
doxy ofsuspected persons. If, on taking the precious 
relic into hia hand, the person trembled, or gave other 
symptoms of agitation, he was denounced as having 
bowed the knee to Baal, and sacrificed at the altar of 
Idolatry; and it required, through his future life, no 
Common exertions in the good cause, to efface the stig- 
r- fi^ed upon him. 
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Awa ! ye wrangling sceptic tribe, 
Wi yoar pro's and your con's wad ye decide 
'Gain the sponsible voice o' a bale country-side 
On tbe facts 'boot Aiken dram. 

Though the " Brownie o' Blednoch" lang be gane, 
The mark o v his feet's left on mony a stane ; 
And mony a wife and mony a wean 
Tell the feats o* Aiken dram. 

E'en now, light loons that jibe and sneer 

At spiritual guests and a' sic gear, 

At the Glashnoch mill hae swat wi fear, 

And looked roan* for Aiken-dram. 

And gnidly fo'ks hae gotten a fright, 

When the moon was set, and the stars gaed nae 

light, 
At the roaring linn in the howe o' the night, 
Wisughs like Aiken-dram. 
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THE PEACOCK: 



A MODERN SATIRE. 



IN FOUR PARTS. 



PART I. 

Gaudy bird, of gorgeous hoe, 

How kind has nature been to yon, 

In formin a 9 your feathers fair, 

Your weel fledged wings, and stars so rare, 

Glancin by day, but dim by night, 

Right fair for show, but doll for light : 

Like fickle friens, when Fortune twines us, 
Will shaw their face, and proffer kindness; 
Bnt should Misfortune's gloamin shade us, 
We'll fin', o'er late, thae friens hae fled os.% 
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Thy gaudy neck and breast sae fine, 
Where little tinted rainbows shine, 
TVitterin like dew-drops on the thorn, 
When early sun-beams paint the mom* 

Again, thy glancin een o' jet 
Appear like studs in siller set ; 
Or pearls hong in gowden ring, 
That near the ladies 9 luglocks hing : 
Thy head appears majestic drest, 
Crowned wi a bonny wavin crest ; 
Or like my Peggy's gumflowersgay, 
That bloom, although it be not May ; 
Or like the raw recruit's cockade, 
Who thinks himsel a flashy blade, 
W hile ribbons roan 5 his tap he gathers, 
And thinks to fear the French wi feathers; 
Or dreams o' gear and great preferment, 
Because he's pimped for his Serjeant : 
But lo ! the hungry days o' drillin, 
Of marchin, haliin, floggin, wheelin, 
Bow down his feathery brain o' 6allies, 
And pluck his bonnet o' its walies. 

While sprucely strutting o'er the'grun', 
Ye spread your beauties to the son, 
And veer about wi airy pride, 
To keep afore your fairest side ; 



« 

THE PEACOCK. 135 

Or jink aroun' wi airy wheel, 
To hide the bareness o' your keel. 

So basked beaa, around the ring, 
Will flirt and ogle* dance and sing; 
W i dashin 9 wig o* mony a shade, 
To grace him whan his hair is fled ; 
Displays his snuff-box, hands a fan, 
And shows himsal a lady's mane 
But should he deign the dance to wheel up, 
Or miss a foot, and cock his keel op, 
What dire disgrace might intervene, 
And a 9 his lockless lugs be seen ! 

Alas ! for human nature's frail ! 
A peacock soon may lose his tail : 
Yet comin' spring, wi genial heat, 
Can mak the bird again complete t 
But beaux may tine, and few to see them, 
What belles or barbers ne'er can gie them. 

What gars ye flutter roan' your hens? 
Ye*ll dirty a your bonny pens; 
And raise a stowre might spoil your gloss, 
And gar your beauties come to loss. 
Is that the way ye shaw your passion, 
Or is't the method now in fashion ? — 
I truly think it is the gate, 
For yonder's ane tane wi the bait. 
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Ah, Meg, wert thou as kin 1 to 
Fa 9 in my arms thus for a wee, 
I'd hae mysel wi feathers stock, 
And for thy sake become a back. 

Thus fools o* fashion spread their lores. 
And dashin shaw their outward powers; 
Will shake their frills wi fuss and din, 
Bat, O ! its vacuum a' within* 
Yet, thick and thrang are Folly's bairns, 
That will be caught by outward charms. 
How soon we see some female pet, 
And like the Pea-hen catch the bait : 

So theatre nymph, in borough town, 
Wi silken hose and glancin gown, 
That's no distressed wi meikle happin, 
Disclose the beauties o' her crappin ; 
And should that fail, she'll dance a jig, 
To shaw the shin-side o' her leg, 
Keen to entrap some merchant loon, 
Or countra laird new come to town. 
Her capper clippens glister fine, 
He never saw ought sae divine ; 
Wi love he's like to break his shins, 
To win a wee ayont the screens : 
He casts a wink, she's kirr and couth, 
And draws the water tu his mouth, 
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Then at the lang run pumps his parse, — 
Great mercy gif it be nae warse ! — 
Syne draws the curtain roun' her spark, 
Whar love works wonders in the dark. 

I never saw, bat I've heard say 
(Folks see not wonders ilka day.) 
And doubtna ye hae a' heard tell r 
O' peacocks wi a fiery tail, 
Might shaw a man his goods to han'le, 
And save him meikle coal and can'le* 
So, haply, he may fin 9 bestowed, 
Some sure memorial for his gowd. 

'Tis thus declining female star, 
That tines her blossom in the war ; 
Wha's beauty's worn to shreds and patches, •• 
Whan nature fails, at art she catches ; 
Rubs o'er wi reams her brows and mouth — . 
Like long-lived bards renews her youth. 
Her cheeks turned pale, supplies wi paint, 
Stale breath she smoors wi oils and mint; 
E'en Nature's knows that now are fled, 
Whare love in youthfu 9 days has played, 
She'll them supply wi teats o' woo, 
That cheat the unsuspecting view : 
Yet though they hum the gazing youth, 
A near encounter shows the truth. _ 

m2 
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Some forward spark, on midnight ramble, 
Descries their fauts bat coal or can'le ; 

But O, sic borrowed charms are frail & 
*Tis whispered roan 1 her lover's fail ; 
She now leaves balks and siclike places, 
And scours to Curs and countra races, 
Wi ruffs and muffs, and trappins mony, 
To hook some simple countra Johnny. 
But countra John likes countra Jenny, 
And naue taks tent o* gentle Fanny. 
Wi dust gets a' her walies spoiled, 
Or may be waar, her wishes foiled, 
She fears her freaks are near an en% 
And pines awa like Jinken's hen: 
Yet still she sighs for youthfn' sport, 
And now she tries the last effort. 
Wi haly reverence in her leaks, 
She buys a bunch o' preachin beaks ; 
And o 9 the faith becomes defendant, 
And lives a pious independent : 
Wi former friens has mony a battle, 
Bat they like nae sic eantin cattle ; 
Till some pert lad that lives by weavin, 
Her mim-mon'd looks and sighs deceivia, 
Mistaks for grace her whines and rantin, 
She traps him by the bait o' eantin. 



**M 
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Now some may say this is a gay joke, 
Comparin ladies to a Peacock ; 
Can siclike rhymers and pretenders, 
That's lost their reckonin in the genders* 
Set up their face wi men o' letters, 
To spin oat satires on their betters ; 
Wi crabbed moa' oar fauts to hammer ?— 
They'd better stap and learn their grammar. 

Bat I can tell my learned readers, 
For a* their skill in tropes and figures* 
'Tis better than to seek assistance, 
Frae beings that ne'er had existence. 
There's mony a lengthened learned head, 
Has span oat rhymes for fools to read, 
Wi heathen gods and fictions drest, 
Syrens and Sylphs, and a' the rest — 
Gif pick oat thae from every nook, 
Their rhymes might gang in little book. 
Poets o' panegyric or satire, 
Hae studied fiction mair than nature i 
So I, like them* may look about me, 
And seek hyperboles to suit me. 
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PART II. 



But still my story isnae done yet — 
Perhaps the maist o't is to come yet ; 
So here I go, be't verse or prose, 
To draw my similies to a close. . 
Bat faith I fear I've tint my subject, 
And wi my fancies lost the object ; 
My bard is no yet full surveyed, 
We 1 11 view him on the other side. 

E'en thou, wi a 1 thy outward shape, 
Thy studded tail and glossy nape,. 
Hast e'en thy failins, cracks and flaws, 
Thy eldritch scraichs and fiend-like claws ; 
Thy belly's but a dirty din, 
Thy flesh and banes are foul within ; 
As I hae seen a stately biggin, 
Restin aboon the great folks riggin, 
Contrived by pride to rot in state, 
Engraved wi mighty, lofty, great ; 
But search it closely, lo, ye'll fin* 
But banes and dust and dross within. 
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Bat something whispers, Hand ye there ! 
Jn this ye dinna reason fair : 
Your wame's foo weeifor a 9 oar blethers. 
Although it has nae bonny feathers ; 
They hap you weel and keep yon warm, 
And save yoar tenderer parts frae harm. 
So things we never should abose t 
That's no for show, bat made for use — 
There's ither bards that I coald name, 
Has coarser feathers on their wame ; 
And mony a fowl, though brawly tappit, 
That looks best whan their legs are happit. 

But then, again, pray what's yoar ase ? 
Ye're seen about nae poor man's house-* 
Ye're no for travel, no for toilin, 
Ye're no for roastin, stewin, boilin ; 
Yoar only being's bat for show, 
Or mind the ladies o' a bean. 
Are ye contenter wi yoar pens, 
Than oock-maleirie wi his hens, 
While he upon the middin craws, 
And ye, to son spread out yoar braws t 
Or can you better bide the stowre 
Of comin winter's chilly power ; 
Or dree misfortune's keener storm, 
Than chuoky in her namely form ? 
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I trow your trappin's then are vain, 
And only catch the win 9 and rain ; 
And rather prove a source o' sorrows — 
Bat 'las ! thou hast owre mony marrows. 

Nature through a' her various roads, 
Bestows nae pleasure wi sic odds, 
As whyles we think, in lowly state, 
Viewin the greatness o' the great; 
For if content's within the breast, 
Eneagh will do as weel's a feast : 
'Tis true they hae the hrawer houses, 
Their naigs, and nowte, and rowth o 9 spouses; 
Their chaise to ride in whan they tire — 
Their ease, their wine, their bleezin fire ; 
Their titles, lands, and livin's braw, 
Their crouchin flunkies at their ca' ; 
Their sumptuous meals are never scant, 
They never ken the carle Want — 
But than, what signifies their treasure? 
Their burden Plenty brings nae pleasure ; 
They're born to wealth, and think't nae blessii 
They ken nae pleasure in possessin. 
Gif nae restraint the object claim, 
It leaves the wish without an aim. 
Idle in life, they try a' schemes, 

i their backs, and fill their womes ; 
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Fulfil Ilk wish, be't right or. wrang, 
Bat never stay by ae thing lang. 
They ken nae gade o' weel-timed meal, 
That kitchens aft the poor man's kail ; 
They never ken the sweets o 1 toilin, 
That keeps the gloomy min 9 frae spoiiin ; 
They're seldom blest wi rosy health, 
For a' their lumps o' ease and wealth ; 
Or virtuous love and bairnies xonn, 
That keep the feeble hopes in tune. 
In short, we've thoughtless joys and wants, 
They wealth, wi nervous thraws and gaunts. 

Though flauntin, for a slight inspection, 
Ye downa thole a close dissection ; 
And thus the proverb does declare, 
That Car aff fowls hae feathers fain 

Again we hae the sage's word. 
That feathers often form the bird ; 
But twine thee o' thy trapping a', 
Thou'rt war faur'd than a plucked daw. 

Now, should our meno' holy order, 
Be stripped o' their bands and border, 
And siclike tr appins o' the sect? 
That draws a reverence o' respect ; 
Tak aff the mystic wig and cloak, 
A priest might look like — itherfolk ; 
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His face or flank indeed might shine- 
Though no wi gozzlin beef or wine ; 
Bat by the grace beams frae within. 
Or blnshin for his country's sin ; 
Or knops on's knees, worn hard as horn 9 
Wi lengthened kneelins night and morn. 
Aiblins, through sleep's forgetfn potion, 
The foal thief whiles might draw his notion, 
When reason's pores and doors are steekit, 
To dream o 1 glebes and stipends eekit, 
And ither things there's nae great harm in, 
As wenches, manses, horns, or farmin; 
Or guns, or gloves, or ither whims — 
Bat wha can answer for their dreams? 

So Soldier shape in scarlet dashes, 
Wi sword* knots, tassels, cane, and sashes ; 
Wi frills and feathers on his tappin, 
He flegs through a 9 the nooks o* Wappin, 
Some tailor loon or pander spark, 

That made his court to Lucky C k. 

Bat should some former shopmate meet him, 
And thus in cantin dialect greet him : 
" What, neighbour Snip! upon my word, 
He's changed his bodkin for a sword ; 
Though thread and thimble low do lie, 
The goose, I see, is fit to fly .- 
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If duly taught, may answer soon* 
For an invasion of the moon." 
He'd prance and stare—" Why, demme, I 
Never knew thee, thoo chattering pyew 
Decamp, or by my bloody weapons, 
I'll cat thy buckram soul to shapins !" 
Then ruthless draws his glancin rapier, 
And round his comrade cuts a caper. 
Bat should the route direct his courses 
To join afar his country's forces ; 
Or battle burst, and him but hear o't, 
He'd faint and fa' wi perfect fear o't ; 
There bloodless lie amang the slain, 
And wish him at his wark again. 

So Dominies, wi great pretences, 
Because they're up to verbs and tenses, 
And 'cause bairns cowr, and ca them Master, 
And 'cause they use the lance and clyster ; 
Alike in every science happy, 
To pluck a tooth or set a capy ; 
Think they can judge o' verse or prose, 
And pert pop in their word and nose ; 
Will tell yon a 9 what's right, what's wrang ; 
How this line's short, and that line's lang ; 
Yet ken nae mair o' fancy V; power 
Than Peacocks, kickin up a stowre. 

N 



146 THE PEACOCK* 

And Lawyers, too, that brazen tribe, 
That tak nae pains their feuts to hide, 
Like Pharaoh's lean kye, hard they bite, 
And live upon their neibour's spite.— 
To paint their pranks I'm nae proficien': 
We'll try some easier acquisition. 



PART III. 

Again my bird, we'll try to find 
The matchless beauties o 9 yonr mind. 

Frae ither fowls ye stan abeigh, 
And, like a' fools, wad fain be high : 
Prond, on a wa% or half-grown tree, 
Or chimly tap, ye like to be ; 
There cock your crest, wi airy show, 
And squint on scrapin burds below. 
Bat should the sky begin to lower, 
And wake your second-sighted power, 
Ye then disclose your cowardly failins, 
And grate a 9 roun yon wi your yellins. 
Nae croakin raven, wi his note, 
Can equal what comes through your throat; 
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Nor clamorous cats, wham midnight summons, 
Can equal half your yells and omens. 
Ye fright the heron whare he flies, 
And weary Echo wi your cries. 

So hae I seen great fuss and caperin 
Mang mystic knighthood o' the apron ; 
Wi empty pride, in monkish gown, 
Travish a Bible through the town : 
Wi painted poles and pictured dads, 
And aprons new come frae the sods, 
O* stonted frae the wife's sark tail— 
Aiblins the pock that hands his meal; 
For H — r — m's sons hae mony wants, 
For a 1 their outward shows and rants, 
Though patronized by weeds and saints. 
The lengthened legends, tales, and histories, 
And dark sublime Egyptian mysteries, 
Are kindly meant, by your designment, 
To draw the warld to refinement. 
Your mystic draughts, wi keel and cauk, 
Gar mony a cudroch chiel to quak ; 
Joinin some green-horn for a brither, 
Ye light his purse and een thegither; 
Then roun him ring, and prance, and squeel, 
To gar folks trow ye raise the deil : 
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Bat deil a deil wad shaw his face, 
Sic bare-faced mummery e'er to grace. 
Yet gie nae way to dark despondence, 
Although the deils deny attendance ; 
Though lazy Cloots site still within, 
Ye'll aiblins grape the way to him ; 
Whare ye may herd in future times, 
Unscaithed by ony Cowan's rhymes. 

So drover blades, wha drink and sot, 
Wha's light's confined to stirk and stot, 
That's scraped their gear frae lowly stations, 
Wi quirks, and breaks, and sequestrations, 
Club roun, and tell their loathsome jokes, 
Or plot to cheat douce countra folks ; 
Wi arle-penny in their haun, 
Will belch out something like a d — n, 
How that's the highest groat they'll gie, 
And be mansworn thrice in a day, 
Then mount, and hame, wi saucy gloom : 
Ilk likes to ride his neibonr down, 
Because he has an Irish horse, 
And ithers' gowd within his purse. 

So countra Laird, that's stout and frisky, 
Bred up mang grooms, and drinkin whisky, 
And footin't fairly o'er the bogs, 
Pursuing hares, and houn'in dogs ; 
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Taught by his raither, that his talents 

Surpasses ither oountra callants, 

Scours aff, ne'er dreaming on defection, 

Ajfid buys the votes at niest election ; 

Syne up to Lonon in a wheel. 

And thinks himsel a clever chiel. 

In House o 1 Commons glowrs and gaunts* 

And langs to tell his countra's wants; 

Or rather shaw his pert essays, 

So, like a jack-ass, starts and brays ;• 

And what in point o' sense is lackin, 

He'll eith supply wi stamps and brakin. 

T kenna how it comes to pass, 

Bat court folks why Ies will keep an ass ; 

Whether for ridin, or for milk, 

Or length o' lugs, I kenna whilk; 

They'll hear their cracks, and ne'er confute them ; 

They'll bear their kicks, and ne'er dispute them. 

Thus bae I< seen a simple lad, 
Amang the braes o 9 Galloway bred, 
If no o'ergane wi information, 
At least quite free frae affectation* 
When siller lured, or wark was slack,. 
Cross Bowness burn to bear a pack ; 
There serve a time, but gowd or fee, 
To learn to cheat, and gab, and lie;: 

»2 
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Schooled by some greedy, gripin elf, 
To smother every tie bat self, 
Till by degrees he learns the knack 
Of logic, how to blaw the pack : # 

Though aft his traffic and resort 
Is but amang the baser sort. 
- Yet fame he comes, baith proud and braw, 
His new acquirements fair to shaw, 
Jn Lon'on boots and broad-brimmed hat, 
Wi yea's and nay's, and G— d knows what; 
Queer whirrs and burrs, enough to fley fbok, 
Wi a 9 the scum o v Yorkshire dialect.— 
He d — nans the reek, and rubs his een, 
And tells what unco sights he's seen. 
His mither e'es her hopefu lad, 
And thinks him truly learned and bred.— 

Bright si mi lies might here be spun, 
In number like mots i' the sun, 
And on the mind so thick lie fraught, 
As maks ane dizzy wi the thought 
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PART IV. 

Now see what passion roles thy heart, 
And. how thou act'st the parent's part. 

If a 1 be true that IVe heard said, 
Ye're bat a vile ungratefn blade : 
Ye daut your dames through a 9 the year, 
Till ance the clockin time draws near, 
Then, if ane wanders frae the rest, 
To hatch her young or right her nest, 
Ye follow in your surly flegs, 
And paiks the hen and breaks the eggs, 
Then leaves her pained in waesome manner, 
Her liefu lane through woods to wanner, 
Till sair for-fonght wi grief and pinin', 
She finds a nest ayont your kennm ; 
A twig o* hasle's a' her happin, 
To hatch her young wi hungry crappin, 
There tost by wind and beat wi rain t 
Bat Hope, that sooths the parent's pain, 
Calms a 9 the sorrows o' her breast, 
And points wi pleasure to her sett 
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Parental kindness, child o' Nature, 
That warms the breast o' every ereature, 
Beeted by feelin's finest fires. 
Unstained by ony base desires, 
Thou maks ilk bein 1 kind and heedfu, 
As long as Nature sees its needfu, 
Savin 9 the scam o' earth accurst, 
Wha's ends are sordid gain and lost : 
Yet, thou in this art no thy lane,— 
To seek for pleasure without pain t 
To like the night but shun the day, 
To hate the toil but like the play t. 
So baudrons likes the trout to eat, 
But downa think to douk her feet ; 
So patriots for their country's glory, 
Will act the Whig and hate the Tory ;- 
Will raise a lengthened learned digression, 
On law and rights and constitution ; 
Will stand by liveries and petitions, 
And rail at wars and expeditions. 
As lang's the birkie wants a place, 
Or untane tent o' by his grace — 
E'en then he'll -whiles pay some attention, 
Till fairly tongue-tacked wi a pension, — 
He'll then sit down among the monniest, 
And think the braidest road the bonniest, 
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Syne leaves his conntra, whar he gat her — 
Mang wants and woes, and wars to swatter. 

Thus conntra lasses, void o' care. 
Like water lillies* saft and fair, 
When love's within and charms without them, 
Like flies the lads will buzz about them ; 
While each his art and fortune tries, 
The fansest aften wins the prize : 
For mony a merry tale hell speak, , 
To keep the dimple on her cheek ; 
Brings claps and squeezes to 9 s assistance— 
For what are words when at a distance ?— 
Then tells the same dull story o'er, 
That he has said to mony a score- 
As how she kills him wi her glances, 
That cut his heart-strings through like lances; 
Swears by his saul he dbesnae flout her, 
And that he canna live without her ; 
That she, wha has the power to save, 
Should deign some pity to her slave — 
At least, to let him live in hope, 
And no, at ance, his breath to stop: 
" Whae'er is dearest to this breast- 
He surely maun be truly blest ; 
Then steals a loss, looks in her e'e, 
And thinks she'll hardly let him die. 
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Sic ravings gats her bosom heave — 
Tia woman's province to believe ; 
And a* her kind that e'er I kent o', 
Are folly fond to be tane tent o\ 

It needs sma foresight what's to follow, 
Or bow bis sensual saal, and hollow, 
Stoops down below the rax o' troth, 
To cheat her unsuspecting youth ; 
And whan her feckless virtue's gane, 
She's left to sab and greet her lane : 
I Ve seen her reaved o' a' her charms, 
Her helpless affspring in her arms, 
Wi few to ask her how she fares, 
Or sooth her grief or share her cares ; 
Despised, in want, and deep distress, 
Gars a' her feelings bleed afresh. 

Bat wha can paint the parent's woes, 
Wha's breast wi piercing sorrow throes — 
Their joy, where a' their hopes were centered, 
Owre far on faithless seas has ventured ? 
Haply the parent's lowly laid, 
That reared wi care the luckless maid. 
Then mae will toy and praise her beauty, 
Than teach the thoughtless raakl her duty, 
Till left at large to passion's snare, 
That aften leads to dark despair. — 
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When, lost to notice, lost to shame, 
She dares the deed ire darenae name. 

Alas 1 whare's a' thy beauties now, 
Thy dimpled cheek and cherry mou'— 
The takin twinkles o' your e'en, 
The maiden blush and modest mien— 
The matchless ringlets o' your hair, 
Might made a moderate face look fair- 
That native note, of tnnefa glee, 
That carried ay the charm to me — 
And simple kindness without art, 
That never failed to touch the heart? — 
They're feckly fled, what could prevent them ? — 
And those still left hae few to tent them. 

Beauty, though sages sair dispute thee, 
Poets like ay to rhyme about thee. 
Thou cheer'st the heart whene'er we see thee, 
And fettered fancy canna leave thee ; 
Thou plead'st thy^ause in silent looks, 
Better than orators or books ; 
Canst smooth the brow o' gloomy thought, 
And set our re-resolves at nought : 
Gif weel adorned wi truth and love, 
Thou'd picture a 4 the joys above ; 
For what has life to gie that's sweeter, 
To make our earthly joys completer ? 
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Yet aft thoa'st been a great transgressor, 
And proved a bane to the possessor — 
Hast fostered pride and marred instruction, 
And robbed the mind by deep deduction ; 
A sign-post set to gather knaves, 
And rains ten for twa thou saves: 
Then, Oh ! — but stap, whare's this I'm gatm ? 
My story's surely folly lang ; 
So here my similfcs shall cease, 
And let my readers rest in peace, 
To rax their banes and rub their een, 
For fear they fret and tak the spleen- 
Only, I'd slightly wish to mention, 
How, that it ne'er was my intention 
To point at ony trade or callin, 
Or triumph in a neiboar's failin : 
For, 'las ! we always fin't o'er true, 
We're a' possessed o' fants enow : 
But, as for fashion's silly tools, 
And empty dull conceited fools, 
That seem to tell as, by their ways, 
That sauls o' men are shawn in claes; 
And wit and worth and a' respects, 
Are tacked to certain sorts and sects :— 
1} shall not hart my expectation 
Although I want their approbation ; 
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And should some passage pet or pout them, 
They ken best if the bonnet suit them. 
There's monj mae I haenae noted, , 
Deserved as weel as those hae got it : — 
For selfish pride and affectation, 
Hae spread their wings sae o'er the nation, 
That scarce a vestige now ye'll see, 
O 1 what like mankin' ought to be — 
Like beggar's cloak o' Bethnal Green/ 
Wba's origin could scarce be seen : — 
Bat time would fail me — here I'll en', 
And leave them to some abler pen; 
Or try mysel, some future time, 
When I'm again disposed »for rhyme. 
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TO MELANCHOLY. 

Dull Melancholy! raefn' maid. 
Begot in Disappointment's shade 
By dire Disease, thy donsie dad, 

On Pride, thy mither, 
Wi sickly Thought, a paJe-foced blade, 

Thy elder brither. 

I ken thee by thy ceaseless mane, 
Thy stanking gate, and hollow grane, 
Thy lantern chafts, and lang cheek-bane, 

And deadened e'e, 
As wanderin through the woods thy lane, 

Thy form I see. 

Or sannterin near some anld grey biggin, 
Where Time has torn the roof and riggin, 
Where ghaists and bogles bead fa 9 trig in,, 

Wi midnight croon, 
■ and fairies flisk a jig in, 
T* waning moon : 
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And by thy tbougbtfu' pensive brow, 
Bound roan wi willow, twined wi yew, 
And gloomy garb that's dark to view, 

And cypress sash on* 
Thon mind'st nae gowns of gaudy hoe, 

Nor freaks o' fashion ; 

Nor blushing Spring, wi dews and showers, 
Nor Summer gay, wi blowing flowers, 
Nor Autumn, though die plenty pours, 

Ye*re seldom tentin, 
Bnt Winter 8 wildest, loudest roars 

Ye're maist content in. 

What gars yon now be sue prevailm, 

And spread your power baith moor and dale on, 

Till hame»spun fouks in cot and mailin 

Ye blaw your breath on, 
And cbeerfd' Mirth's gay empire's failin, 

Wi thoughts distressin? 

The great, that o 9 their gear are heedf a, 
Though blest wi mair than what is needfu, 
By thee are torn wi whim that's dreadfu, 

And discontent, 
Till a* their joys prove u&remeadfu, 

For want o* want 
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O t wad ye stay wi foppish towns, 
Or prey on priest* wi haly gowns, 
Or novel nymphs in borough towns, 

Wha ne'er relent ye ; 
Or fonks wi garters, stars, and crowns, 

Might weel content ye. 

Yet aft ye wring the noblest hearts, 
When Rope her wonted hame deserts. 
Or whare love shoots his scornfa darts, 

Ye're sure to dwell ; 
Bat whare remorse the feelin smarts, 

Ye're niest to hell. 

How cheerless shines the cheerfa light, 
And lanely langsome is the night, 
To mopin' melancholy wight, 

Wha's fancy swims, 
While fiends and spectres greet his sight 

In dreary dreams ? 

The smiles o' beauty, he may see them, 
The sweets o' life he canna prie them ; 
He sees nae things as ithers e'e them : 

Trifles perplex him ; 
Nor music's warblin notes can please him, 

Bat teaze and vex him* 
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I've seen thy balefn' influence shed 

Roan skinny pportith's strawy bed ; „ 

The frienless wretch, there lowly laid, 

Thou sting'gt amain. 
And spread'st around bis cheerless bed 

Thy gloomy train. 

Till frenzied Fever's fiery haun 

Alang the witherin lips was drawn, 

Fond Hope and Health were at a stan— 

Ye crashed them there ; 

Then roused your daughter, wild and wan- 
E'en dark Despair ! 

Poor Poets, in their airy station, 
Wrapt up in cobweb contemplation, 
Whilst spinnin out some new creation, . 

Wi bopefa e'e, 
Are hissed by harpy Condemnation, . 

Then torn by thee. 

Although thy darksome gloomy reign 
May cloud the thought, and sour the min',\ 
Yet where the Bard does soarin shine, 

Wi witchin art, 
Thou thrill'st the feelins there mair fine, . 

And men'st the heart 
o2 
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Thy gentle touch shall aften tend 
To endear the lover and the friend ; 
To lofty reason aid thon'lt lend, 

And maxims meet, 
And beauty's saftest smile wilt blend 

Wi something sweet. 

Thou teaehest worldly cares are vain ; 
Tboa winn'st oar thoughts frae sordid gain ; 
Thou gar'st as feel for ithers' pain, 

In sorrows sinkin, 
And point'st fine thooghtlesB Folly's train 

To sober thinkin. 
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RURAL RETIREMENT. 



O ! Rural life, thou }Ae*t retreat, 

Where sweet contentment dwells ay; 
To me ye're dearer than the street, 

Where din and discord yells ay. 
There, countless wretches are immured, 

1 n fell disease and starvin ; * 

And thrivin knaves to guilt inured,. 

Frae virtue's paths are swervin*. 

Right dear to me are glens and howes, 

Wi craigs aboon me towerin, 
While hums come tumblin frae the knowes, 

And owre the linns are pourin% 
The sun blinks bly thely on the pool, 

That bickers to his glances ; 
There water clocks, untaught by rule* 

Skip through their oountro dances. 
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The sturdy aik aboon the brow, 

Supports the feeble ivy ; 
See how it twines wi mony a bow. 

Just as it were alive ay. 
The bloomin broom r the hawthorn white, 

That scents the canler mornta* 
And wild-flowers that the heart delight* 

The banks and brows adornin. 

Here blythesome bards on hasle boughs,. 

Chaont up their mornin ditty; 
Amang the fin the cushat coos,— 

Hear how she wails sae pretty ! 
Better they relish Nature's laws, 

Than man wi a 9 his knowledge, 
And fill their place, but cracks or flaws r 

Though ne'er at school or college. 

The sheep, amang the breckan braes, 

Are feedin wi their lammies ; 
There, kids as white as new bleached claes r 

Mang crags bleat for their mammies ; . 
The shepherd lad sae blythe and gay, 

Does loudly tune his chanter ; 
Plays " Owre the hills and far away," 

To chase ilk care and canker. 
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Yet still the bonniest flower's unsung 

O' a* creation's plantin ; 
For thee has mony a harp been strong, 

And ilka heart been pantin : 
But if the precious dew o' sense 

Bedeck't, it shaws the sweeter ; 
Fostered by mirthfu modest mense, 

It maks the gift completer. 

Leeze me on e'en, whan hill and tree 

Are pictured in the rallies; 
When.lassestothe loan do hie, 

To milk and feed their mailies ; 
While sweet and lang they lilt the sang, 

As lads come frae the mawin, 
Wha prie their mou* ere it be lang, 

In corner till the daw'in. 

When seated roun the milkin slap, 

Their toils are a 9 forgotten ; 
For lasses' looks hae ay the knack 

To stir up fun and jokin. 
The lads that's kind will bear the pail, 

And pair as love directs them ; 
While lightly footin't owre the dale, 

Nae doubts or fears perplex them. 
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Now e'ening star, to lovers dear, 

Beams in the purple east ; 
Wi modest beauties saft and clear, 

Like Peggy's spotless breast. 
The moon like ony busked bride, 

Tn siller grey was glancin, 
And oh the restless rooking tide 

Her lightsome locks were dancin* 

Bat sore, Contentment lives, hersel, 

Beneath yon braw clay biggin, 
Weel thieked frae the heathery fell, 

While brackens crown the riggin. 
The honeysuckles speel the roof, 

And fous adorn the gavel ; 
The frienly firs, they keep it noof, 

Frae Boreas 9 baulest devel. 

Here, glancin trenchers in a raw, 

And luggies laid in order ; 
There staff-hang bed, fa 1 doacely braw, 

Fringed featly roan the border. 
The sattle chair, for seat or bed, 

Wi forms and table scoured weil, 
And glancin green-horns snagly laid, 

In Lucky Dad's ain spoon-creel. 
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Here auld fouks live wi bairns' bairns, 

And blest wi peace and plenty; 
Here, parents 9 hope the bosom warms. 

Here youth blooms feir and dainty : 
Here dwalls the dither's virtuous smiles. 

The foithfu' friend and father ; 
Unlike them skilled in city wiles, 

That aften slip the tether. 

Here, grey-beard mirth forgets his years, 

And tells his tale fon efaeerly ; 
Amazed, the listening youngster hears 

The feats o' Papish Charlie. 
But whan the lasses tune the lays, 

As Coila's Bard composed them ; 
Bout thoughtless joys o' lovers waes, 

They dirl through the bosom. 

What though they hae nae opera joys. 

Or carriage gay to flaunt in ; 
Or dainty that the stomach cloys, 

They never ken they want 'em. 
Their hame-spun grey, and halesome fare, 

Mak life as sweet's the gentry's ; 
And what they hae, they freely share, 

Nor heed they learned commentaries. 
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Unknown to them the borrowed glance, 

To smile when sorrows twine them ; 
Or a* the mummeries come frae France : 

Few spleens or vapours pine them. 
Their life is like yon todlin born ; 

Though cross craigs whiles may stint it, 
Still presses owre ilk thrawart torn, 

And never looks behint it* 

My wearied limbs I'd here repose, 

And woo the muses roan me ; 
There mark the briar that bears the rose, 

While lavrocks tower aboon me, 
Here, far frae busy bnstlin strife, 

I'd tend life's latest ember ; 
Unteased by feigned friends or wife, 

That wauken care and clamour. 
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LINES 

ON SEEING A POOR OLD MAN SHUNNED AND 
DESPISED AT A SACRAMENTAL OCCASION. 

A h ! woefu' wreck of wretched man ! 
Thou, sickening, show'st that life's a span, 

With comforts frail and few ; 
Thy body, bent by many a year, 
Thy feeble limbs reluctant bear; 
Thy eye seems wet with blood-stained tear, 

And cheek of clay-cold hue. 

On lyart temples, thin and bare, 
The zephyr scarce can find a hair, 

Tp wave a warning round ; 
But tattered rags he finds enow, 
To float and wave, and show to view, 
Like autumn's leaves of every hue, 

That, withered, strew the ground. 

But see 1 the thoughtless, proud, and gay, 
Poor earthworms ! fluttering now in May, 
Fall back and back in rings. 

p 






1T0 OK A SACR AMENtlL OCCASION* 

Few heave for thee the pitying «igh l 
The$oeks take snuff as thoa creep'st by 
The ladies rein the neck and eye, 

And gather in their wings* 
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Can feeble age you. thus affright f 
Can poverty that wound your sfel 

Tbui man for «an be 
Then ponder w«B what now yeeee 
For who can reed thq dark decree? 
What he is now, ye soon auy be, 

And eerpeiit-like,itaB 



I hear thee heave the heavy moan : 
Amidst the crowd thoa sigh'st alone, 

And tremblest at the word 
Of Gospel peal, that load is rang . 
From thundering preacher's pliant fcmgue, 
Unto a giddy, lukewarm throng, 

" O Israel, fear the Load!" 

■ . . ■ ■ . . 

Art thpna singer, old in crimes, 
That in thy youthful, healthful times, 
Oft strayed in folly's rond-~ 
Now show'st thy bold presumptuous head 
When every youthful panion's dead; 
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When life's a load — enjoyment fled — 

Thou seek'&t the house of God ft 

Or rather, has thy wounded worth 

Found nought but cross and care on earth ? 

For worth has much to bear.— 
Has reckless death thy bosom riven? 
Has misery and want thee driven, 
Till wrenched of every stay, bat Heaven f 

Yet hope— nor feed despair : 

For He, whose grace thon fond wouldst gain, 
He acts not as the sons of men, 

Nor breaks the bruised reed. 
The broken heart to him is dear ; 
He sooths, He wipes the swelling tear ; 
He bends from heaven thy griefs to hear, 

A help and stay in need. 

i 

« 

What though the unfeeling crowd aroun% 
Within God's house on thee look down, 

For want of rich array ? 
This borrowed light must soon decline, 
When thou in robes of grace niay'st shine ; 
Some future day, perhaps, is thine, 

When their** is wild dismay. 
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TO TOBACCO. 

Foul fa' thee, vUe onchancie docken* 
That e'er thoa set thy neb in Scotland 
For now, 'tween sneezin, cbowin, smoakin* 

There's few are free ; 
And 'tweel thy taste's no sae provoking 

Tween yoa and me. 

Nae doubt, like ither tares o' evil, 
YeVe first been dibbled by the devih 
Although ye look sae simply civil, 

Yet aft 'tis thee 
Joins tattlin jades in clubs convivial, 

To clash and lie. 

When Autumn, wi her yellow tap, 
Sits bendin ripe in Nature's lap, 
And farmers, keen to cut the crap, 

Lest win's should scad it, 
Yet weary wives roun coals will clap, 

By thee deludit. 
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Last year, ere Meg began a»spinnin 

Her lang projected wab o' linen, 

To light her pipe she thought nae sin in — • 

Teasin her tow ; 
Countin wi care her costs and winnin, 

The stock took low! 

Oar auld godeman, sae croose and canty, . 
That said his prayers like ony saint ay, 
Tinin his spleoohan i* the pantry— 

Now frets and granes, 
And banns, and glowis, and girns, and gaunt* ay, 

And paiks the weans. 

When bairns and auld fouks gang to rest, 
And youngsters roan the fire are placed, 
Ilk ane sits niest wha he likfcs best, 

Amang the kimmers, 
To read their fortune's kittle cast, 

Amang the enters. 

Then Pate pa's oat his sneeshin-mill, 

And Peg will hae't again liis will, 

While she, poor young thing, deems nae ill-* 

He darklins grips her : 
Some luckless oreepie hits her heel, ■' 

And backward trips her* 
f8 
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Yestreen, white miUi hy AehaJlM* 
Blythe Ben pa* jky the sonsy efcUuv 
I fainmy chin b*r cheek wad hailed 

Bnt nee remead— 
8be said my breath m past V theibat 

<M caned weed. 



_ , ? . 
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Thoapiokkstaft the poor sttn'sifqiMjr* 
Ye shake the «n^» v waefagrnttnt*r i 
'Tii thee maks moot* a thsiitleas ^maUri* 

And loiterin d«d ; 
And spoils the btaid ©» Kate aid Aani*y 

TW been ties Jade, 

Thoa feed 'st a hatch o f Mle loon*, 
O 9 chapmen chiels in borough towns r 
And cursed excisemen gaon their reimsv 

Wi saucy gnash; 
Forbye a batch o* spinster clowns, 

And sic like trash. 

Wae worth the man first brought yon hem | 
Freedom appalled, looks back id fear, 
Whare oowrin wretches do yoo rear, 

: Baithairand late; 
And stifle, sorrow *fe briny tear, 

In slavery's state. 
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Had ye been meant for Scotland glide, 
To clear the min', or clean the Moid, 
Ayont the sea ye wadna stood, 

Whare ye're a weed o 9 ; 
For she supplies ilk herb and food, 

That we hae need o\ 

But now, we're sae far seen in arts^ 
And learned the gate to foreign parte, 
That countra claachans now are mart* 

For foreign dainties ; 
We've- lost our strength and honest hearts, 

Sin 9 ye cam sklent as. 

Awa' ye foreign jaups and gills, 
Ye've brought aald Scotlan mony ills; 
Her bairns torn down, wi puffs and pills 

Tryin to mend them, 
Till, totterin through her heath-clad hills 

Ye ? U hardly ken them,: 

A poor degenerate pigmy race, 
Wi tame dependence i' their face, 
Puffed up wi pride and pert grimace. 

Powdered and frizzed- 
Strut turkey-like frae place to place, 

Half dead, half crazed ! 
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9 to*ikmi*pmimtWM»mbMt 

And Seotbrt eons la florylcd % 

Or wfaaa Bmo*4i**m* MvHaiUaie^ 

Bit ah, alasl -Oae dajt tire fled, 
.v Ne'er loietMi 



■:* /■ 



>. •> 



Lei EngWkdinfcaft jtttk aBdJtoMe* 
Let W J b lim fbtmA teert ttdte n h Ni i , 
Gie Boafey {jeddook frinaftef, . 

- And flrii to Dstohmen— 
Btfbmw, and to — 4itywa A lwrt i jt hn m j i 

Ota rwthq flnWiilwn. 



i ■ ■ 
I. 
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THE BUTTERFLY AND BEE. 



A FABLE. 



A qaudy butterfly, that sat 
Upon a flaunting tulip's lap ; 
While from its tubes of crimson hue, 
He sipt the virgin morning dew ; 
His tinsel wings waved by his side— - 
His chiefest beauty and bis pride— 
Bedropt in Nature's fancying hours, 
Tied with the beauties of the flower*. 
The star of day, from ocean's breast, 
Rolled up the portals of the east, 
And shone afar o'er lakes and streams, 
To glad creation with his beams. 
The heath-bell blue adorned the wild, 
And flowers within the garden smiled : 
The fluttering insect thus elate, 
While cringing reptiles round him wait, 
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Like fops, when blest with pride and treasure, 

Think all things formed for their pleasure. 

Shall then his deeds of fairest hoe, 

Be hid and not exposed to view ; 

He flaps his wings, he bammed aloud, 

And thos addressed the wondering crowd .• 

" Behold in me, of high descent, 

A traveller of great extent ; 

A connoisseur of noble parts, 

Adept in sciences and arts : 

The eglantine and woodbine bower, 

J have surveyed in my tour ; 

Cowslips, carnations, 1 have trode, 

And made the violet my abode: 

When zephyrs waked my soft repose, 

I dined upon the honied rose, 

And revelled on the scented pea— 

For all the flowers were fond of me. 

My soaring wing hath dared to fly, 

Up to yon towering pear-tree high; 

Or perched alone, unfeared of fall, 

Upon the lofty garden wall ; 

Nor stopt I there, till objects new, 

Again attract my wondering view. 

A spacious sea, extended wide, 

The circling billows lashed the side, 



L.>. ' 
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Where living mountains stemmed the flood, 
And cackled to their giant brood; 
A clond-topt tower, where thunder rings, 
Monsters both with, and without wings. 
All these and more, myself did brave, 
That ye poor creepers can't conceive : — 
fiat surely ye'U allow the charge, 
That I have viewed the world at large." 
A sober snail, of slowly pace, 
That on a leaf lay stretched at ease, 
In all his life that scarce had seen 
Above a cabbage or a green, 
Yet deemed they yielded dainty store— 
Because he ne'er had dream't of more- 
Hearing the bally boast alond, 
His dangers thus by field and flood, 
Dire discontent his bosom seised, 
And envy all his vitals heezed ; 
His body round in grief he wreathed, 
While thus his woe and wants he breathed : 
" Ah ! cursed fate — ah ! captions Nature, 
That formed me such a clumsy creature ! 
My footless form thus keeps me here, 
Through all the beauties of the year ; 
Till piercing winds, or driving snows, 
Cut short my life and end my woes. 
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O! bed I but the towering wing 

Of yon gay flatterer of the spring, 

I should sol loiter her* alone, 

Attke unknowing and tuiknowB." . 

A boded bee, with hamming note,' <*■ .') :. 

That o'er her labonrs did rejoice, , 

Hearing at large the lengthened tale 

Of e»pty butterfly and snail, ...vi J • 

A conscious ardour filled her breaetv \ ■■- 

8he thus the butterfly addreft t 

«« Vain, empty, ostentation! worm, 

That no instruction nan reform } 

Nor sage experience, with her light, 

Can ever guide thy views aright. 

Bat like the crowd that always change, 

Thou lov'st the marvellous and strange ; 

Though thou hast roamed o'er flower and field, 

What hidden truths hast thou revealed ; 

Or sound conclusions, drawn from nature, 

Of use to thee, or other creature. 

Even now, while summer's sun doth shifte, 

Thou, idly gadding, wast'st thy time; 

And with thy follies dost foment, 

The bursting sigh of discontent, 

Through all the simple creeping tribe, 

And lill'st their itching minds with pride. 
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I, too, have traversed all thy rounds. 
And even overleaped thy largest bounds ; 
Toiling, with pleasure, for ray hive, 
To keep oar commonwealth alive : 
But small's the all that we have viewed, 
And short's the path we have pursued. 
Again, *hen Winter chills the day, 
My store shall well each toil repay, 
When thou in dust shalt low be laid, 
And all tbv transient beauties fled." 

Our Fable ends ; and you, no doubt, 
Can easy find the moral out : 
For trifles, far we heed not roam — 
There's Butterflies enow at home. 
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TO HAPPINESS. 






Say, whore is thy dwelling, thou daughter of Pew? 

More sweet than the sun-gilded flower ; 
What thousands await for a glimpse of thy face, 
Disappointment, and keen-pining Envy to chase, 

From the peasant's lone hut to the tower? 



t 



False Hope, with her anchor, would point out the 
path, 

As her various votaries choose, 
By the new-fallowed field, orthe blue-belled heath, 
The statesman's parade, or the warrior's wreath, 

Love, science, a friend, or the muse. 

But vain are their pursuits, if passion's unreined, 

Or sickly unsoundness be nigh ; 
Tho' Virtue's fair telescope lights the dark mind, 
Thou fly'st their fond grasp, like the fast-fleeting 
wind, 

Or the bright-beaming arch of the sky. 
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Yet oft dost thou visit the young and the gay ; 

Too sweet are the moments to last; 
And mirth, wine, and music, can chase Care away 
For a night ; hat, alas ! she returns with the day ; — 

We painful reflect on the past 

How vain, then, for mortals to pant for the prize ? 

'Tis the charter to angels that's given : 
This life's a short journey— be patient, be wise- 
Unhinge ye from earth ; Ipt your prospects arise ; 

She dwells not on this side of Heaven. 
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ON FICKLENESS. 

Say, what a captious creature's man, 

That's never near contented Y 
Let Fortune favour a 1 she can, 

Yet still there's something wanted. 
Whate'er we hae we soon despise, 

Be't lasses, lair, or money ; 
While what we want we highly prize, 

And think it gode and bonny- 
While unpossessed. 

The beggar, free frae tax and charge. 

Sighs for a house and haddin ; 
The cottar wants his yard made large, 

An's o' a mailin bodin. 
There's jobber John, the donsie man, 

Wha's daughter's nearly ready, 
Thinks by her shine o' pauky een, 

She'll catch some landed body, 
Or priest some day. 
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The farmer e*es the stalely W, 

Forgets his stacks and barn*; 
The lairdy langs for titles braw . 

For ribbons and forataros* . 
The Knight a seat— the-Lord his Grace ;. 

The Duke eories tike crown ; 
The King the happy Shepherd's place— 

And thosithef wish gaearoan, 
f jae side to side. , 

See Sawney, in his yoathfa days, 

Whan first he sighed for Sarah i 
He walks, he gannts, he groans, he prays, . 

He pines wi love and sorrow ; 
Whan-harvest days turned dreigh and warmy, 

'Twas then they first fell gracious ; 
He mawed her rig wi manfa arm. 

Till like a brose his face was* . 
Wi sweat that day. 

To pick the prickles frae-her haon*. 

To him now/'s near Elysium ; 
To plait her lock*, or bear her can% 

Can never foil to please him ; 
She was nane o' the soornfit pack, . 

Ay bent on foods orfleeiuv . 



i 
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Bat stopt ae night, and took a crack, 
And saved the lad frae dieia . 
Ananco death* 

For her he shook the hasky strae, 

And kaved the corn fa neatly, 
And bore her beak ilk Sabbath day, 

To keep her sma and featly. 
O'er every stran he took her haun, 

And prest it kin 9 and slily ; 
Bore streekit claith aboon her &oe, 

Although the day was drily, 

To shield her form* 

4 

Bat wha can stop the wind to blaw, 

Or keep the cock frae crawin, * 
Or haud ghaists frae the haunted ha 1 , 

Or me frae sleep at dawin ? 
Or, wha can tether tide or time, 

Or bind the frail affections; 
Or stay the weakly waverin min', 

Wi a 9 loves kind connexions, 
And tender ties? 

Soon as the boasted trifle's gane, 
That downa thole the namin, 
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She sighs, and sabs, and greets her lane, 

And roes the rede o' gamin. 
Now she pursues, and he forhoos — 

The aftercome o't fears her ; 
And whan they meet, nae kisses swept, 

Or hinnied words to cheer her, 
Like ance a day. 

Whare's now the rosy red and white, 

The matchless form and gesture $ 
That breast for which his soul has sighed, 

Or eyes that held him faster ?— 
The dimples, blushes, smiles, and brows^ 

Thy outward charms composed ; 
And ithers, hid frae lover's views, 

But sweeter whan disclosed ?— - 
So poets sing. 

Hope beets the youthfu lover's flame ; 

Enjoyment gars us falter ; 
The object still remains the same— 

'Tis we ourselves do alter. 
Let sage Experience point our views, — 

It never can deceive us; 
But Fancy, wi her borrowed hues, 

Aft in the lurch will leave us, 

Whan reason's shunned. 
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ON YOUTHFUL HO£E. 



O ! Hope, thou cheat 1 st the young and gay 
- Wi fondest expectation ; 
fbr pleasin Fancy paints the way 
Without investigation. 

Alas I thou little ken'st the care 

O' thorny life's employment ; 
Thy fairy figures promise feir> 

Bat tine hi the enjoyment. 

Yet whan I think on days that's by, 

How happy ye hae made me, 
I fin my heart aft heave the sigh, 

That e'er ye should hae fled me* 

What gars ye, waverin, smilin Hope? 

And fickle Fancy, hfa'e me? 
For Reason, wi his boasted projy 

Bat little comfort gies mew 
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He's bat a paughty sullen guide, 

His paths are no ay pleasin ; 
And than the heartstrings downa bide 

Gin e'er a body lea'es him : 

And wardly Wisdom, wi her wiles, 

Keeps ay a body waukin ; 
She clogs the mind wi care and toils, 

Fo* either thought or talkin. 

Come Fancy, wi thy magic skill, 

And wrap me in Elysium ; 
Though ye're the elder sister still, 

Ye never fail to please ane. 

Bat cankered Care's tane op the min', 

Without an invitation, — 
Will keep his hand, till made to tine, 

By Time, his eerie station. 

What art thou, restless, woefu wight, 
That wring'st the heart unceasin ? 

That wounds the mind, and wrecks the sight, 
Wi thoughts and views nnpleasin T — 

That's ever waukin, ay at wark, 
Although we oanna see thee ; 
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Gropin for something In the dark, 
The warld canna gi# tbeef 

O Hope, come wi thy ahinin* povet , 
Anchor my thoughts, and right me f 

Afore the dark and dreary hoar 
Of dread despair benight me! 
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VERSES TO A FLY. 

FLurrsRrce insect of a day, 
Gaily you your wings display ; 
Lightly yon traverse your round 
O'er the flower-enamWled ground ; 
Or buzz beneath the haste shade, 
With primrose pale, and violet spread ; 
By gushing stream, or dimpling pool, 
Where yielding air is soft and cool, 
Unmindful of the trout beneath, 
That lurks in ambush for your death: 
Or subtle spider on the brow, 
That weaves the web of fate for you— 
Where, lawyer-like, he spreads his gin, 
To draw the gay and thoughtless in. 

See ye not yon gloomy west, 
Where lowering clouds the sky o'emst ? 
There distant darkness dims the plain, 
Prophetic of approaching rain ; 
Or chilling blast, with hailstones fraught, 
Might murder myriads in a thought, 
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And dash your being, and your name, 
To barren nought, from whence ye came : 
Nor leave a mourner to relate, 
Or sing a brother's hapless fate. 

Yet still ye wheel, and still ye sing. 
On flattering pleasure's airy wing, 
Unconscious of your short-lived power, 
That stints your being to an hoar. 
Alas ! your sight, so quick and clear, 
Views but the objects that are near* 
Your convex eye, that's made to view 
Each film,, and wing, and form, and hoe 
Of atoms, insects,: nicely made, 
From eager poring Science hid ; 
But leaves unnoticed hills and towers, 
And clouds, and skies, and coming showers. 
With forethought shorter than your sight, 
Fearless ye urge your aerial flight, 
As lightly round the dance ye wheel 
OMife's fantastic fairy reel. 
But when the thread of life is spun, 
Your debts are paid, your work is done* 

So fares the beauteous, hapless maid, 
Tutored in flattery's empty sbade, 
While youthful blossoms paint her form, 
She sees not ruin's ruthless storm ; 
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How soon her thread of pleasure's span, 
And ends ere life is well began ! 
Some callous wretch, of reptile kind, 
Destroys her peace, and taints her mind ; 
Whose poisonous tongue's with flattery oiled, , 
Bat leaves her, when her rose is soiled. 

Thus fares the Poet and his lays, 
If Fame—the sun-shine of his days- 
Beam brisk, like thee, he'll mount and sing, 
On soaring Fancy's airy wing ; 
And ignis fcUuusAike he'll shine, 
While swains for him the laurels twine; 
Till critics all his lines dissect, 
And damn his works with disrespect. 
Adieu ! his sanguine hopes are fled ; 
His name is in oblivion dead* 
. 'Tig thus, if human life we view— 
The picture's too severely true ; 
Though armed with Reason's piercing eye, 
Too oft we ape the silly fly; 
Till lawless passions empire claim, 
And damn our souls, and blot our fame* 
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VERSES 

ON 

A COTTAGE IN RUINS. 



Hail ! peace to your mansions, where Ruin b* 
ravaged, 
Your low strawy roof, now fallen to decay; 
Your thresholds nntrod, there the green gam is 
waving: 
Your walls they are mouldered, and naked, and 
gray:— 
Thus Time doth dissect, with calm deliberation:— 
Enfeebled's thy form by each blast that doth 
blow ; 
And savage, and sage, the proud prince and tbe 
peasant, 
And heroes* and empires, like thee are laid low. 

Here sat the fond housewife and parent united, 
While Virtue's plain precepts oft flowed from 
her tongue ; 
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Now silence reigns roond, mm the Dee's lonely 



Or the wail of the night bind bereft of her yoang. 
The hawthorn blooms gray, and the trees spread 
their branches ; 
The primrose baa fctes romo d . y et nought call 
ami*, 
No rostie returns with his song in the evening — 
No food lot era meet now to breath the soft tale. 



Where are the youngsters with gambol and frolic? 
In life's early morn, light they trod the flowered 
green; 
Baeh sod, seat, and path, the rade plough has de- 
faced, 
And nettles and wild weeds luxuriant are seen : 
Perhaps, like their cottage, nnpitied, nnenvied, 
They silently sleep the cold green sod below ; 
Qr fettered by gain, strive to win the gold anchor, 
On fortune's rude tide, through a world fall of 
woe* 

No more shall the stranger, when wearied and 
worn, 

Kind shelter to shield him with comfort or jesi^ 

•» * 
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In thy mansions, though low, have the naked beet 
clothed, 

And soothed the sank heart of the lonely distort. 
Here science might shine like the flower in the 
desert, 
And mild meditation her vigils prolong; 
Still, such are the scenes where the muse loves to 
. wander, 

And weave her lone thoughts in the heart-tooth- 
ing song. 
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THE 

MORNING INVITATION. 

Dear Chloe, why wast'st thou the moments , 
That's sweetest for pleasure or health ? 

Thy senses are sealed vp in sJombers, 
While Naiare displays all her wealth. , 

The breath of the morning is gentle, . 

And spreads with. fresh fragrance the dawn ; 
And soft is the soand of (be sea wave, 

That murmurs, along on. the strand, . 



The son is his glories nnsbroading, > 
And paints with soft blushes the sky, 

To banish the shades of the morning, 
And speak that his presence is nigh. 



t • 



The mist's from the mountains 
Each shepherd has sounded his horn : 

The dew has beslodded the blossoms, 
That Uoom on the sweet-scented thorn. ,. 

r2 
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Now the treee have rasnmert their clothing 
And the small birds they ring on eeoh spray, 

As they carol their notes in the morning, 
To welcome the new coating day. 

The primroses blow tat the glens ; 
The wild Uliea bod forth their bloooms, 
And'W^fii : aiUintffte'phittk' ' ,n ' f ; '" 1 

■- ■-■• ■« - 

O ! come then, my lovely , my fairest, 
If y every way charming, my qocen-~~ '■ * ' J "■/.' 

Thy presence improves every landscape. 

And aids with new Manly each toene f ■ 

A wreath of the flowers Til weave thee, 
That's sweetest for flavour and hoe $ 

When finished as fancy shall dictate, 
I'll bind round thy polished brow. 

On my arm I will gently support thee, 
And lead thee o'er mountains and plains $ 

My pipe I will sound to thee cheerily, 
And banish all care with its strains!* 

The far distant tops of the mountains* 
We'll mark while they're tinged with Moot 



^ » 
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And trees that overshadow the fountains- 
While our flocks are a-feeding we'll view. 

Thus Nature, in her native graces, 

A charm to the mind can impart- 
Beyond all the frippery of dresses, ■ ' ' 

Or all the gay trappings of art. 

The great ones may roll in their riches, 
False honour, and title may prove — 

But they ne'er can yield peace to the bosom, 
Like Chloe, true Friendship and Love. 
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ON THE DISTANT VIEW OF 
A FRIEND'S HOUSE, 

IN DECEMBER* 

Bow changed is (be aspect of yonder retreat, , 

Since lately I past by its borers ! 
When Summer shone forth, in his foil fervid heat ; ; 
Now, the keen biting blasts of tbe winter winds 
beat, 

All fledged with the chill snowy showers. 

The fair flowing stream, as its course it pursues, 

Is arrested and chilled into stone; 
And where are the flowrets that bloomed on its . 

brows-^ 
Its violets, and snowdrops, of delicate hues? 

Alas! they are withered and gone. 

How dull the dumb cattle, all cringing with cold, . 
As they gaze at the snow-covered heath ! 
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And the poor helpless flocks, that are forced from 

their fold I 
The gathering wreath in its bosom has rolled, 
And deprived half their number of breath. 

So chilled are my prospects, o'ereast with despair; 

So fate doth my fancy arrest; 
With sorrow, and sickness, and canker-toothed 

care, 
My tenderest ties are all vanished to air, 

And chilled the fond hopes of the breast 

The dark sheety clouds, as they're floating on high, 

Their' wings o'er the concave extend ; 
O'er the snow-topped mountains in order pass by, 
Through their chinks peeps the son, from a doll 
murky sky, 
Like the for distant glance of a friend. ' ■ 

As the Sim is the soul of this planet below, 
To creation new life doth impart ; 

So Friendship beams forth on the wretch worn with 
woe, 

Dispels every doabt, and each fear doth forego, 
Beams a new love of life on the heart 
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Dear Friendship, sweet solace I thy joys let we 
prove 1 

Thoa soother of sorrow and strife— 
Tbon dearer than jiohcs, thou surer theft lore— 
Thou pledge of each joy that awaits us above— 

Tbon charmer and pilot through life. 



Serene hi thy aspect, and modest thy 

Content ever bears up thy train* . 
And sweet smiling Peace, with her oHvo so yosty 
And gay rosy Mirth by thy side may he seen ; 
And Troth ever blesses thy reign. 

I've seen thy sweet smiles in yon straw-oovered cot, 

Ere the winter blast thus on it beat % 
Tbon deign'st oft to visit the cottager's lot, 
And cheer the lone haunts of his chequered spot, 
Bat fly'st from the halls of the great 

Thoa smoothest the doll brew of the dark clodM 
mind, 

And sooth^st every pang that ia past tr 
Though crosses may wreck us, or poveaty pine, 
With thee, even the wretched a eaefort oan find ; 

When absent, the world is a we* t*. . 
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THE DISAPPOINTMENT. 



To thee, that ilk wish in ray bosom can claim, 
Wha aften I think on, hot seldom I name, 
I send these few lines, wi a hearty good will— 
Though in writing love verses I sair doabt ray 

skill : 
Yet though the coy muse a drear silence should 

keep, 
The wrongs that I bear, and affection, shall speak*. 

What stopt ye yestreen, that ye earn nae to see 
Your lover sae lonely, that doats upon thee t 
The winds were a* laid, and the evenin was clear; * 
How sweet was the silence ! — but ye cam nae near ! 
That hour was a time that reflection might suits * 
The leaves they lay still, and the birdies were mute; 
The gowan was sippin the salt siller dew ; 
The brown heather waved, wi its bells red and blue % 
The moon shewed the sheet o' the clear mountain 

stream, 
That moved the lake's bosom to dance to her beam ; 
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Bat I flew to tbe spot where the trystin was set, 
To the auld scrogged hawthorn, where aft we bad 

met 
My hopes they were high, bat my heart was soon 

sair— 
A hare happet by me— bat ye were nae there ! 

I looked and I listened, I hammed o'er a sang; 
The south it grew gloomy, the time it grew tang; 
I saw the dim shade o' the cloud passin by ; 
The stare seemed disordered, and shot in the sky; 
Load roared the blast drearie, and bended the 

woods ; 
The moon she seemed feared, and veiled her ifl 

clouds: 
Tall trees, lately viein' in stature and form, 
Flung round their arms wildly, and raved in tbe 

storm ; 
The winds and tbe waves seemed wi nature at 

war — 
But my mind was as restless, and gloomier far. 
The statesman may storm whan his schemes hie 

been crossed — 
The merchant may grieve whan his prospects are 

lost ; 
Bat neither can equal the keen throbbin smart, 
Of hope disappointed that wounds the fond heart: 
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'lis mine all to fee), as in silenee I moan, 
Whilst thou, like a careless spectator, look'st on. 

What though I be frienless, and poorer than yon, 
My life's nae less leal, and my lore naeless true; 
Though friends should deny that yon e'er should be 

mine, 
Might nae we wkyles yet meet to tank o' langsyne ; 
To tell the first spot where our fancy waa moved ; 
How fair was your beaaty, how dearly I loved ! 
With arms clasped around yon, my joys would 

o'erflow, 
Whan hid frae this world and a 9 its vain show. 
How sweet the dark blasts frae your bosom to 

shroud! 
Love lives in retirement, but dies in the crowd. 
Though calm-Maided Prudence her sons may 

direct 
To walk wi decorum, each step circumspect ; 
They ne'er knew Love's passions, its beams, or its 

storms, 
That ill can be guided by rules or by forms. 

The daisy blooms sweet in its own native plain, 
Though chilled by the cauld blast, and beat by the 

rain: 
But see, in the garden, how short is its day; 
If withers in riches, its blossoms decay 1 
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Perhaps ane mair wealthy your boeom has 

charmed, 
The glare <? whose gold your young fancy has 

warmed, 
And I left alane here to languish in pain, 
While every new day adds a link to the chain. 

Bat where do I wanner ? — I meant hot to tell I 
The simple auld story, — I love yon still well ; 
And whan that the sun is far fled to the wjest, 
Whan lambs frae their gambols are gane to their 

rest, 
Shall I hope then to see yon, to bless these lose 

arms, 
While the moon's silent beams shall add grace to 

yoar charms ? 
O haste then, my love, to the ance valued spot; 
The present be oars, and the past be forgot 
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VERSES 

ON SEEING 

A DOMESTICATED GOAT. 



Tenant of the mountain's brow ! 

Why thus thy youthful haunts forsake ? 
With shaggy garb of snowy hue, 

Thou seek*st a shade by wood and brake; 
There, thoughtless, crop'st the flowery sweird, 
With warrior front, and hermit beard. 

Thou mind'st no more the rude grey cairn, 
Where awful Silence slumbering lies, 

Nor dark caves, crowned with heath and fern, 
That echoed back thy mother's cries. 

The scene how wild ! yet, oh, how grand ! 

Who robbed thee of thy birthright ?— Man. 

For thee no female trims her hair, 
Nor offspring round thee gambols play \ 
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No rival comes, with threatening air, 

Thy hidden valour to display : 
Thy life's unvaried, dull and tame ; 
Thus bound and shackled stains thy name. 

80 Liberty, the mountain maid, 

On Scotia's cliffs once toned her strains, 
Till taught with gems her hair to braid, 

To sing and toy with southren swains ; 
Her free-born spirit soon was broke — 
She bows 'neath Luxury's golden yoke. 
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THE AULD MAN'S ADDRESS 

TO HEALTH. 



Come, lovely Health, wi laughin e'e,~ 

I lang thy rosy lips to prie ; 

To wanton in thy glowin Arms, 

And revel o'er thy heaven 6* charms — . 

Thy smile each fear and care disarms. 

In vain would wealth her pearlins heap, 
Or varied year her treasures sweet ; 
What boots proud honour twined wi feme ? 
Thine is the substance — theirs the name; 
Even love, but thee, grows dull and tame. - 

'Tis thine our fondest hopes to draw, 
And sweeten Nature's beauties a' ; 
To crown afresh the warrior's head, 
And strew wi joys the bridal bed, 
Where virtuous .love and truth are laid, r 

s2 _ 
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'Tis thine the poor man's peace to earn, 
Wi thrivance to each dauted bairn; 
Bear up the burden o' his toil — 
His dark and lonely thoughts beguile, 
And deck cauld poortith wi a smile. 

Wilt thou within my woodkn's dwell, 
" A 9 bloomin like thy bonny sel ;" 
Or paint afresh my Peggy's cheek, 
Where Nature did her wark complete, 
Now treacherous Time has wasted bleak ? 

The violet blossoms by the broom ; 
' The bean-field blaws its saft perfume ; 
The wild -rose sheds its dewy tear ; 
The cuckoo sings her sang fu clear— 
And a 1 to gar thee linger here. 

Well do I mind, in blythe se'enteen, 
Whan light the dancers skipt the green, 
Thy artless presence graced the place, 
And men'd the tints on every face, 
But chief my Peggy's modest grace. 

Whan wark was scant and bairns were sma, 
And life's dull plough was dreigh to draw ; 
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Thou then wast ever smilin near, 
And proffered hopes o' future gear, 
And dang out dull forebodin fear. 

Full forty Springs bae slippet by, 
Since Hymen's baun the knot did tie— 
Thou ne'er hast left us lang distrest, 
Except to shaw wha le'ed the best ; 
But wha could judge the kind contest ? 

But now, alas! thy smiles are seen, 
" Like angel's visits, far between ;" 
As birds of passage, fleet and gay, 
Flit from bare bush to flowery spray, 
Thou leav'st wan age to grope its way. 

Ill fares the wight that's left by you, 
In lonely bield wi comforts few ; 
Or totterin, forced to seek his bread. 
Through the wide warld without a shed, 
Wi no a friend his cause to aid. 

Virtue and Youth are twins wi thee — 

Alas ! were they sic friens to me ! 

The latter lang, alas, has left me 1 

O' mony a joy she has bereft me; 

O ! may the first, through Hope, infeft me. 
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ON SHiLEB. 



\ • ' 



O I Bills*,' tat thou ootfst is dear, - . 

By <my ither ktod o 1 gear t - 

Now, fltetaaaetlry prieeMeft ipter, 

Bat knaves or fools ; 
For tew <«e>* thy prioe come 

Byhonest roles. 
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Thou gars Relfeton tine her hand ; 
Maks her a slaw, saft-fingered jade ; 
And looses Folly, ravin mad 

Wi pride and nonsense ; • 
Maks honest Honour sick and sad, 

And smoors poor Conscience. 

For thee we sell oar finest feelin*— 
Pity and Love, thae gentle yealins ; 
E'en sacred Frienship gets her drilling 

Though deep imprest ; 
And feigns her flame wi bows and kneelins, 

For self int'rest. 
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For thee we toil baith night and day, 
Till bloid tarns thin and locks grow gray. 
And ither dools, in dark amy, 

A roan as master ; 
And crazy joints to climb life's brae— 

A weary wister. 

For thee I crossed my yoathfa fancy, 
Forsook my bloomin, smilin Nancy, 
And pa'd a docken for a tansy, 

And cursed my life 
Wi tap o' a* things maist unchancy — 

A haverel wife 1 

My haill designs she's ay for baukin ; 
Whan I'm for peace, then she's for taakin ; 
Whan dull, she skirls like a maukin, 

And laughs and girns : 
Whan 1 'm for sleepin, she's for wankin, 

And peels my shins. 

Then, gif she getnae a' her will, 
She feigns her fits, flytes, and fa's ill ; 
To a' her neiboors roan does tell 

How ill I'm till her ; 
And ay the owre-word o' the knell, 

Her waefu siller ! 
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Now, every comfort I maim tine, — 
The joys 6 1 wit, the joys o* wine, 
The chimes o* music and o' rhyme, 

And comrades dear, 
And thole her d— d eternal whine 

About her gear. 

Let never better be his weird, 
Each social tie that could discard 
For glancin gowd, or dirty yird, 

Or empty fame : 
May cankered Care tag at his beard, 

And sullen dame. 

But L — d, gif ance her head were hidden, 
Fse ne'er again be woman-ridden ; 
My former friens should a' be bidden, 

In social ring ; 
The dool-string I should soon get rid on, 

And dance and sing ! 
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INVOCATION TO SPRING, 1812. 

Comb, sweet smiling Spring, with thy life cheering 
bloom, — 

Why so timid and shy to appear? 
No dew»dropped blossoms the morning perfume, 
No green glossy garments the forests resume, 

Though Time harries by the short year. 

I long for the corn-craik and cuckoo's load notes, 
To enliven oar grey hawthorn bowers; 

The lightsome white lambs, as they frisk ronnd the 
cots, 

The seedsman's slow horn, as he scatters his oats, 
Thy zephyrs and soft falling showers. 

Bat the dark tyrant, Winter, with thin hoary hair, 

Breathes bleak through the valley and wild : 
The half silent songsters forget now to pair, 
They wait for thy train, bat no vestige is there, 
Save the primrose, thy first lonely child. 
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Thus mourn* sad Britannia, with sorrow and lean, 
For her ions that are dragged to afar ; 

She waits the nymph Peace ; hot, lo ! what if 
pears! 

Whole Europe convulsed, for a series of jean, 
With intestine grim bloodshed and war ! 

80 fares' t with our prospects in life's early dawn, 
While Hope in gay trappings is drest ; 

And Love linked with Health, lightly tripe o'er the 
land — 

We gaae on the phantom, the caitefas tsHbawn* " 
And the bright beams of noon^veteasi 
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ON THE DEATH OF 
THE REV. DR MURRAY, 

XJLTE PB0FESSOR OF ORIENTAL LANGUAGES IN 
THE UNIVERSITY OF EDINBURGH. 

Mourn, Galovidia, o'er thy heathy bed ! 
Thy fevomite child in the oold earth it laid I 
Thy far fiii— d son, so skilled in teamed lore, 
Shall teach oar minds or mead oar heart* bo more ! 
Oft has he pored throagb learning's lonely way, 
Amidst thy rocks and pathiois moasrtalna gray; 
friendless, unknown, by adverse fortune driven, 
With scarce an aid bnt this— the light of Heaven ! 
*Twas bis the depths of Language to unlock, 
What every tongue in every elUao hath spoke : 
A key, the sacred oracles to show, 
A nd angels' tongues to teach to men below.— 
Far shone the light, and thawed the stony heart; 
The nations jaw, and, wondering, owned his art 
Thus, with the Prophet, in a dry parched land, 
The obedient streams rushed forth at his command : 
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Far flowed the waters through the desert wide;— 
Israel believed, and nations blest their guide. 

Foil well he knew to weigh the wondrous who* 
Of shining orbs, that on their axles roll — 
To trace their circles through a pathless road, 
Till the proud Atheist, trembling, owned a God! 
Alike this world its various parts to scan, 
What laws best polish, and what shackle man ; 
Of every tie that binds the human heart— 
The laws of morals, and each noble art ; 
To wake the numbers of the Muse's lay, 
Or deep-toned grief, or sportive satire gay. 
In him each gentler passion did contend — . 
The tender Husband and the faithful Friend, 
Though lofty Science kindly on him smiled, 
Yet modest manners marked him for her child. 
Long hast thou, Cree, swept through thy lakes and 

woods, 
And with the ocean mixt thy crystal floods ; 
But long thy swains shall mark the varied year, 
Ere such a shepherd on thy banks appear. 
And as thy rocks shall be his lasting fame ; 
Murray shall live while Scotland boasts a name. 

To thee, the mourner, and the Mother fair, 
That's lonely left to all a Widow's care, 
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On his Loved Pledges let thy kindness flow, 
"Till Hope shall triumph o'er remembered woe. — 
J3e thine the task to guide their helpless youth, 
3n all the paths of innocence and truth, 
Till classic learning dawn across the mind, 
And riper Reason every sense refine :— 
Like him, to claim their country's best regard, 
Are the fond wishes of a simple Bard. 
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VERSES 



ON THE 



DEATH OP A DAIRY-MAID. 



The dawn of the morning had spread o'er the dry, 
And the curling mists waved o'er the sea. 

The breath of the breeze to the mountains passed by, 
And the dew spangles hung on the tree, 

As lonely I strayed by yon briar-feathered brake, 
Pleased the rode draughts of Nature to view, 

Or watched the wild waterfowl skim o'er the lake, 
Where a flower of the wilderness grew. 

Thus oft have I marked, even in Poverty's shade* 

The cottage of Peace to adorn, 
The mild timid looks of the young village maid, 

> - *—«ae peeps oat by the thorn. 
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O, emblem of innocence! modest and mild, 
And pare a* the dews on thy breast, 

Thus bloomed thou, Eliza, — thus sweetly thou 
smiled, — 
Ere thon sank to tby cold bed of rest. 

I've beard, when thy notes through the dairy were 
rang,. 

With the Jaagh and the jest oft between— 
I've seen when the mower his scythe lighter swang, 

As thou tarnedst ap the swajrd on the green. 

No more shall that eye now be lighted by Iove-^- 
How changed is its lustre and hoe ! - 

A nd fled every charm the dull- hermit might move — 
Bat 'tis painful the contrast to view. 

Yet did not the blossoms that bloomed on tby cheek, 
Speak of years yet unnumbered to ran 9 

And did not tby dreams, in futurity, seek 
For new joys yet unruffled to come ? 

Bat where are the lovers that worshipped those eyes, 
And vowed every frown was despair t — 

As the light-feathered emigrant wofts other skies, 
So they follow where summer blooms fair. 

t2 
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Save one pensive youth, by yon pine-covered steep, 
While the blast throegh the branches does moan, 

He sight there in secret, he mourns while asleep, 
And he loves to be always alone. 

No youthful companion can soften his grief, 

Nor friend bear a part in his pain ; 
But he tarns his dim eye on the sear-withered leaf, 

And he w e e p s- a nd then views it again. 

Poor mourner — thy moments how seldom now 
sweet! 

Bat the darkest night yields to the day ! 
Hope points to the time when true lovers will meet, 

And thy tears shall be all wiped away. 
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VERSES 

ONTTHE 

DEATH OP A YOUNG WOMAN. 

Written en the Slrf December, 1821. 



'Tis sweet at sober eve to walk, 
To hear the leaves fall from the trees ; 

To see the foxglove's withered stalk 
Bend with December's latest breeae ! 

Each busy haunt of men Is still ; 

(Oh ! could the mind thus rest from care!) 
The bird sleeps on the wooded hill, 

The beasts have found their wonted lair. 

The blustering chilly winds are laid ; 

The waning moon peers thin and pale ; 
The streamlet tinkles o'er its bed, 

And slowly winds along the vale* 
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Yon spangles of the clear blue sky, 
Now shed their light on all below ; 

They charm our thoughts to soar on high, 
Yet teach how little man can know. 

The son, in all his glory bright, 
Gives light, and life, and form, and hue ; 

Bat see ! the grey-clad matron, Night ; 
Bring! worlds unnumbered to our view. 

What are we in creation's scale ? 

How should we act ? Who sent us here ? 
Let calm reflection lift the veil, 

And welcome in the infant year. 

Another annual round has passed, 
Another glass old Time has run ; 

Pale Memory fears to view the last, 

While Reason asks, *« What h^ve ye done ? 

We little think, while health attends, 
How unperoeived youth glides away ; 

The longest term that life extends, 
When past, seems but a winter day. 

Our toils, our joys, our anxious fears, 
Have with the seasons come and gone ; 
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Bat some have left this world of cares 
To sleep " uanotieed and unknown." 

Oh, Is'bel I all thy pains are past: 
Thy tender voice ho more I bear ; 

Like distant music on the Mast, 
It fell upon my ravished ear. 

Alas! thoa sharest not now my care, 
Nor mark'st the sigh, nor tears I shed ; 

For dim's thine eye, and dull 1 * thine ear, 
Even Sorrow's voioe wains not the dead. 

Thy anxious, young, inquiring mind, 
Thy slender form, and pensive eye ; 

Thy gentle spirit, true and kind- 
Sure so much goodness could not die! 

Know'st thoa a friend or lover's woe? 

Seetrt thoa mate Nature, reft and bare? 
Canst thoa each earthly tie forego? 

Where is thy dwelling — tell me where? 

Perhaps thy pare and hallowed shade 
Is hovering round with guardian power, 

To yield, unseen, thy friendly aid 
And comfort at this midnight hour. 
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BALLADS. 



HENRY'S LAMENT. 

The sky was blue, the wind was stilJ, 

The bJaek-hird whistled from the brake ; 
The setting Sun's departing beams, 

Gleamed o'er the smooth expanded lake : 
The clustering trees on distant hills, 

Seemed in its crystal breast to smile ; 
And fields, in Summer's beauty drest, 

Contest the weary plowman's toil. 

* 

Bat Henry's heatt was prest wi care, 

Though Nature did her charms disclose ; 
Her mantle, tinged with various hoes, 

But served to tantalize his woes. 
The soft wave marmnred to his sighs, 

Beside yon leafless fqgged tree; 
And ay he sighed and said " Alas 1 

" Farewell ye bonny banks of Dee 1 
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" A long farewell, ye happy bowers, 

Where Cultivation spreads her wing ; 
Ye mansions fair and wood-fringed vale, 

Where warbling choirs delight to sing ! 
'Twas there where first my youthful heart 

The hopes and fears of love essayed; 
There first 1 saw the opening charms 

Of thee, Maria, peerless maid ! 

" Her looks were like the summer morn, • 

When early sunbeams gild the flower ; 
Her cheek was like the damasftrrose, 

While bending with the dewy shower. 
But all her beauties to define, 

Would need the noble Raphael's art;— 
But vain to me his living lines, 

For deep they're graven on my heart 

" 'Twas her's to feel, while bended Want, 

Breathed out bis woes, his cares, and paii 
Her little all was freely lent; 

He never told his tale in vain : 
But if she read the luckless fovea, 

Of Anna and Palemon dear, 
Arion's magic lines unfold ; 

Fagt fell the sympathetic tear. 



BALLADS* S81 

" Oft have I checked the glowing flame, 

That fondly flattered in my breast, 
Least friends should frown, or fate deny, 

And hart her wonted peace and rest. 
Bat lovers vain the wish woald hide, 

For eyes can eloquently speak ; 
How soon she answered sigh for sigh, 

While crimson blashes spread her cheek ! 

" Each look oonfest, each touch betrayed, 

And soft words lingered on my tongue ; 
And when she spake, upon the tones 

My ravished ear with transport hung. 
Sweet was the task for me to teach, 

My lovely scholar all my skill; 
To touch with art the warbling wire, 

Or in that hand to guide the quill. 

" But fled, alas, are all my joys ! 

While memory wrings the heart with pain ; 

The sweeter joy the keener grief, 
Because it ne'er returns again. 

A cruel father's ruthless heart, 
Forbade us even the last adieu ; 

And robbed me of my soul's delight- 
Maria's face no more I view. 
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" What boots Us boasted sacred name, 

His virtues feigned, all stern and vain ; 
He bo*s at Fashion's tinselled shrine, 

To empty pride and sordid gain. 
Ah ! gaudy pomp, and gorgeous wealth, 

For what ye take ye ill repay ; 
Ye steel the heart for selfish ends, 

And sweep eaeh social tie away.** 
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WILL AND KATE : 

OR; ; 
AN ANSWER TO ," LOGA* BRAES." 

" Thou maid, that sing*st by. Logan stream, 
Wi plaintive note, and .pensive mien, ,,. 
While true affection tunes thy lays, .. 
For thy ain lad on Logan braes. . 
As .yoa sweet linnet, in the spring, r . 
Teaches her ehirpin young to sing, 
So thou y wi thine, may'st con thy waes — - 
He 1 11 ne'er see thee, nor Logan braesu 

" For, oh! what bosom, without pain, •.. 
Can tell onr sad mishaps in Spain f — 
He's faun, wi Moore, o' deathless praise, 
Far, far frae thee, and Logan braes. >. 
Wi sleepless nights, and famine, faint, .. 
Fell numbers urged him firae his tent ; : 
Yet aft. he, wheelin, faced his foes, . 
And thought on thee, and Logan braes, . 

u2 . 
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« But ere the fetal die was test, 
I saw him nobly breathe his 
Gae, tak that ring, he faintly sty*, - 
And heart to Ate, •« Logan fefttfc 
The deadly tale her heart will 
Bet ebbin life gubedftae Ilk wonts 
His latest aeoents spoke thy praise, 
And' blest Us babes on Logan braes." 

Hae^^^ssetttUaafeiai flU i a i r*a 

Bow down Mi bead wl afitoto staMViSV^ c* 
TiU chillin fiost its fortn b e w iaya, ™ 
And lays It low on L a fra* h*as%» >* 
She beat bs» breast— her hmmttm W tmg \ 
Her hapless younglin* roind her clang; 
What pen, alas! can paint her waes t 
She's, faintin, fe 9 en on Logan braes. 

But lo ! the sodger doft his arms ; 
Like lightnin, eiasped her fleetin 
Says, " ope thine eyes of kindest rays, 
" On thy ain lad, on Logan braes." - 
These acoentg kind her spirits ohetr ; 
She views her lad wi joyfu tear : 
Wi joy they press,— wi joy they gase, 
And kiss their babes on Logan brae*. 
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" O, dearest Kate, can ye forgie 
The absent years I've been frae thee t n 
Then in her lap a purse he lays, 
That he'd brought hame ttt Logan braes^— 
Says — " this shall help for what is gone, 
And I'll ne'er leave thee mair thy lane ; 
While life-blood in my bosom plays 
I'll stay wi thee on Logan braes. 

" Ilk flatterin bird mair sweet shall sing ; 
Ilk blushin flower mair sweet shall spring; 
Oar bairns shall herd, and gather slaes 
Aroon oar cot, on Logan braes. 
To each fond haunt we will repair/ 
Where I'll tell o'er my deeds o' weir ; 
While the blythe lambkin round us plays, 
And pipes sound shrill on Logan braes.'? 
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Vu tailor Tom, kern Loada* mm% t > ^ ■*•*; 

With a4M»y eats and cpp a rs i ? <- -i - -^ v 
Fve fashions ae w, ofpverycae, .. 

Cut oat on shreds of papers*... 
'Tis mighty strange how thing* willihange k 

For sore I never dreamed on 9 t 9 
To stitch or mope in conntry shop, 
* Or ever obalk a seam in't 

[Spoken.— Well, isn't it a great mark of conde* 
scension in a gentleman of my dress, figure, and 
appearance, to deny myself the pleasure of Stitch 
Street and Broker Lane, and to be slamp't op 
with a set of clodhoppers (civilly speaking) f Bat 
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I can assure you, it was merely for the discharge 
of my own conscience at seeing your cloth so un- 
fashionably cat, and for a new improvement upon 
the Ladies' -Tal the dall, lal, Ac.] 

What wonld ye think, these hands of mine, 

Made drawers for a duchess \ 
Stitched ribbon-stars for dukes sae fine, 

And braced a maid in breeches ! 
I've set a button on a suit, 

To grace a birth-day levee ; 
And cat for colonels in the ranks, 

And captains in the navy. 

[Spoken* — Gentlemen and Ladies, yon may be- 
lieve me, London's the place for honour and pre- 
ferment. Every man there is measured by his 
clothing. I've there known a drilUserjeant pass 
for a captain, a laird for a lord, a curate for a 
bishop, a French farrier for a graduate ; — even I, 
myself, often for a man-milliner — but we never 
seemed to know them in our shop ; that is to say, 
if they pulled freely, it made them contented, and 
ns to sing,— Tal the dall, lal, Ac. 
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O I Loudon fine, for ladies kind, 

Of every rank and station — 
For belles and beaux, sure more it shows, 

Than any town i' the nation. 
'Twas on a night, when drest so tight, 

A doxy did salute me ; 
So kind and free she blinked on me, 

And threw her arms about me* 

[Spoken. — Faith, and after all, I believe she made 
more free than welcome ; for instead of hogging 
and squeezing me oat of pore kindness, as I ima- 
gined, she hogged me oat of a whole week's wages, 
my thimble, shears, and all the rest of ray appen- 
dages, — leaving me idle, only with a bodkin want- 
ing the point, to sing, — p-Tal the dall, lal, &c. 
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THE 

HILLS OF THE HIGHLANDS. 

Tunb— - Ewe BttghU, Marion: 
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Will ye go to the Highland my Mary, 
And visit our haughs and oar glens t 

There's beaaty mang hills & the Highland 
That lassie i' lowlands ne'er kens, 

'Tis true we've few cowslips or roses, 

Nae lilies grow wild on the lee ; 
Bnt the heather its sweet scent discloses, 

And the daisy's as sweet to the e 9 e. 

See yon far heathy hills, whar they're risin, 
Whose summits are shaded wi bine ; 

There the fleet mountain roes they are lyin, 
Or feedin their fawns, love, for yon. 

They're the scenes o' my youth, my deer Mary, 
Whar wi solitary pleasure I've strayed ; 



•*•- 



S40 eond* 

There ay forefctheie ibeght in their glory, 
^1 their chieftains they conqyted or died. 

There the load roarin floods they tie fcllin 
By cn«i tbat are forro wed and grey ; 

T0harjom««taia^^ ,», 

Or gaafn nfiur lor her pray. 

The aik, by Ms own natire fountain, 
Hia arm* pa* rt npdon batbeaat ; 

And the high towgrinJir, <ui the mouteiBr 
Thai aodaio the lioai^^tJto tort. -.-*« 
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Or low by the birks on the bnrnie, 

Whar the goat wi heryoenglins doth rest ; 

There oft 1 would lead thee, my Mary, 
Whar the blackbird is building her nest. 

Right sweet are our scenes i* the gloamin, 
Whan shepherds return free the hill, 

Aronn by the banks o' Loch Lomon', 
While bagpipes are sonndin sae shrill. 

Right sweet is the low-setting son-beam, 
That points owre the quivering stream, 

Bat sweeter the smiles o' my Mary, 
And kinder the blinks o 9 her een. 
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Thy looks would gar simmer seem sweeter. 
And cheer winter's bare dreary gloom ; 

With thee every joy is completer, 

While true love around ns should bloom. 

But, alas ! for my cabin if s lowly, 
And few are my flocks and my kye ; 

Yet my bosom to thee beats ay truly, 
'Tis what titles or gowd ne'er could bay* 

The sonthren in a' his politeness, 

His airs and his grandeur may shine ; 

Onr bills boast o' mair true discreetness, 
And his love is not equal to mine* 



T 
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DONALD'S GRAVE. 

SCENE, NEAR GLENCO* 

Tune— ^ Yellow Hatred Laddie." 



Within the dark bosom of yon lonely glen, 
There sleeps my young Donald, the flower of his 

clan, 
In death's silent slumbers, where lowly *e% Wi? 
The green sod his target, the ooM clay fei* plaid, 

How still lies the heart that to me ay beat true ; 
And dim now that eye, once a love-speaking bine ; 
Now withered those soft lips—the roses are flown, 
And clotted those locks of a dark bushy brown. 

Last night, when the stars from yon dun sky had 

fled, 
And my red stiffened eyes had no more tears to 

shed, 
While the blast through the broad oak did howl 

round my head, 
Like the bursting of sorrow, or songs for the dead ; 
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. When weary with watching, metboaght he drew 

near, 
And half of bote fair form through blood did appeal ! 
Though pale waa his aspect, his manner was meek, 
And his locked hollow jaw seemed to open and 

apeak I — 

" Why mournamy dear Flora along the lone heath? 
Can the warm tears of sorrow retrieve me from 

death ? 
Bat the tie's ever binding, although we most part, 
And love shall find room still within this cold heart. 

" Hewsoft rests the taro who dies for the cause 
Of honoor and freedom, bis country and laws ; 
Thebard*s hoisting song his aohievments shall save, 
And chieftains shall sigh as they stalk by his grave! 

" We feared not their numbers, that darkened the 

plain : 
They proffered us friendship, their offers were taen ; 
But the cold-blooded monsters no ties could en- 



In slumbers they slew whom they feared to en- 
rage! 
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" Bat the miscreant minion of treacherous power; 
His fame and false glory shall fall in an hoar! 
No sweet-sounding reqaiem his spirit may claim, 
And forgetfalness leave bat the dregs of a name! 

" Then cease thee, my Flora, O ! cease thee ■ 

weep; 
My light passing spirit thou marrest of sleep ; 
Thrice three months are past since then sfaoekfc 

been my bride, 
Bat soon shalt thou stretch thee along by my side! 

Bat lo ! I awoke, and the lark was on high ; 
The sun his gold tresses had spread o'er the~sky 
Yet still the dark vision this truth did recaJ, 
That the lovely soon fade, and the mighty mo 

fall! 



846 
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TtfNB— * Jtowng /rK^Wkin. 



» 



While roving round the banks of Cree, 
Seeking a strayed ewe and lamb, 

The day was dry, no one was nigh, 
The water smooth, the bieeaee calm* . 

The flowers sprung wanton by the born ; 

Up through the glen the Mavis sang; 
J leaned ma by yon bit ken bower, 

And feared no ill from any man* 

But by there cam* a Mythesome yonth, .. 

That lightly tripped along the way ; 
His looks ware like the raven's wing, 

His look bespoke a bosom gay. 

Soon as he spied me in the shade, 
Upon his step he made a stand, 

x2 






246 songs. 

So wilily lie looked at me» 
And gently took me by the hand. 

Said he, " Fair maid, the sun is high, 
I've long wished for the cooling shade ;• 

I hope ye v Jl not offended be 
At this small freedom I have made. 

May ill befall his croel heart 
Such blooming beauty could trepan: 

Be easy, dear, yon need not fear, 
I am no rakish Irishman V 9 



So sweet his looks — so smooth his tongue—: 
His graceful form so straight and tall ; 

He clasped my waist, my lips he prest ; 
Alas ! my heart believed all ! 

From Glasgow town he said he came, 
That wealth and beauty doth comman*; 

'Twas then my ear — too late, I fear, 
Perceived the roving Irishman. 

My mother wonders why I'm sad : 
On May-day last I skipped and sang ; 
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My sister says my bloom's decayed ; 
I sigh and sab the whole night lang. 

The time's gone by he should been here; 

My feeble hopes are near a stan: 
Ye maids on Cree, be ruled by 

Ne'er trust a roving Irishman ! 
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CULLODEN. - 

Tcnb— ■* Of are ycileepin, Maggie 9" 

The heath-cock crowed o'er mnir and dale, 
Red raise the sun, the sky was cloudy,. 

While mastering far, wi distant yell, 
The northern bands marched stern and steady. 

Chorus. — O ! Duncan, Donald's ready ! 
O ! Duncan, Donald's ready ! 
Wi sword and targe he seeks the charge. 
And frae his shonther flings the plaidie. 

Nae mair we chase the fleet-foot roe, 
O'er down and dale, o'er mountain flyin ; 

Bat rash like tempests on the foe, 
Through mingled groans the war-note cryin, 
O ! Duncan, Donald's ready, &c. 

A prince is come to claim his ain, 
A stem o 9 Stewart, frienless Charlie ; 



i 
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What Highlan' hatm its blade would hain, 
What Highlan' heart behint would tarry ? 
O ! Duncan, Donald's ready, &c. 

I see our hardy clans appear. 

The son back frae their b'ades is beamin ; 
The southern tramp falls on my ear, 
Their bannered lions proudly streamin. 
Now, Donald, Duncan's ready ! 
Now, Donald, Duncan's ready ! 
Within his hand he grasps his brand ; 
\ Fierce is the fray, the field is blnidy! 

But lang shall Scot Ian 9 rue the day 

She saw her flag sae fiercely flyin ; 
Culloden's hills were hills o v wae; 
Her honour lost, her warriors dyin. 
Duncan now nae mair is ready ! 
Dunoan now nae mair is ready ! 
The brand is faun frae out his hand, 
His bonnet blue lies stained and bluidy ! 

Fair Flora's gane her love to seek ; 

Lang may she wait for his returnin ; 
The midnight dews fa' on her cheek ; 

What haun shall dry her tears o' mournint 
Duncan now nae mair is ready, &c. 
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THE BANKS OF DEE. 



Tune—" Roqfo* Straw** 

The purple nam o'erspread the sky,. 

The day-star shewed his head ; 
A reverend rain nodded nigh, 

With waters round it spread. 
The bird of night bad ceased her tale, 

And, flattering, fled from me: 
As softly sighed the morning gale, 

Along the hanks of Dee. 

As softly sighed, <fcc. 

The bended lilies lined the hanks 

Around the fishes bed ; 
And trees in gay and motley ranks. 

Sloped out the flowery glade. 
The glossy blackbird on the bough, 

Song to bis mate with glee ; 
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And joined the lark, yet wet with dew, 
Upon the banks of Dee. 

And joined the lark, 60. 

Here rustic labour wets his scythe, 

And sets his edge with care ; 
The hamming wild-bee leaves his hive, 

To sip the flowrets fair, 
The merry milkmaid gaily sang — 

Her bosom light and free; — 
While listening echoes joined alang, 

The winding banks of Dee. 

While listening, Ac. 

Here, too, Dame Nature's handmaid, Art. 

Had reared her arches gran 1 , 
Of bridges rare beyond compare, 

On noblest Doric plan. 
The shielded mansion half I viewed, 

That pleased the passing e'e; 
And clustering villages were strewed, 

Along the banks of Dee. 

And clustering, &c. 

Peace to your scenes, my native plains, 
Where plenty ever spreads ! 
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May troth and honour crown your swains, 
And beauty grace your maids ! 

Let rural mirth and pity's sigh, 
Still in your breasts agree ; 

And fellow-feeling still be nigh, 
Around the banks of Dee. 

And fellow, Ac 
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r C THE WILD WOOD-SIDE. 

Tunis— « BaUochmUer 

Alone I walked the wild wood-side, 

Where Autumn breathed her airy breeze ; 
The silver moon-shine, far and wide, 

Beamed glimmering through the branching trees* 
The bardies now, on leafless bough, 

Their carols gay had laid aside ; 
Grave silence reigns through woods and plains 

With me along the wild wood-side. 

Far-roaring Dee burst o'er hill rocks, 

While distance tuned his swelling moans, 
O'erhung with oak, and ivied locks, 

Where owls screeched out their wailing tones. 
The fragrant bean was withering seen, 

And flowery hawthorn's bloom decayed ; l 
No heavenly dew shall them renew, 

Till Spring revive the wild wood-side* 

Y 
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Now sleep her patent spell hath drawn, 

And charmed creation into rest, 
Save only thoughtless, hapless man, 

Where guilt or love disturbs the breast 
Sweet Peace 1 descend, be thou myjEriend, 

And trfcHe-rofced Innocence my guide ; 
And teach me clear my course to steer, 

Poor wanderer, by the wild wood-side. 

Ye twinkling stars, that shine afar, 

To me unknown's your distant race— 
Ye comets on your fiery car, 

That wander through the boundless space- 
Can Science scan your voice to man, 

As through the concave blue ye glide, 
And teach such views to vagrant muse, 

That wanders by the wild wood-side? 

Where now the distant landscape sweet ? 

Where now the busy haunts of men f 
The chill dews o'er the grey grass creep, 

The reapers now have left the plain. 
With every blast the leaves fall fast, 

As down the stream they mournful ride, 
Changed Nature here looks pale and drear, 

With me along the wild wood-side. 



saves. 
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Again the lamp of day shall born ; 
• With harmony the woods shall ring ; 
The annual wheel of time shall turn, 

With all the rosy hues of Spring : 
Bat Man, when laid in lonely bed, 

His griefs and joys are laid aside ; . . 
He ne'er again shall view the plain, 

Or beaoties of the wild wood-side. 
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Tune — a Nae Dominies for me, Laddie" 

Again the breeze blaws through the trees ; 

The flowers bloom by the barn, Willie : 
Gay Spring is seen in fairy green — 

The year nae mair shall mourn, Willie* 

The tender buds hang on the woods. 
And lowly slaethorn tree, Willie ; 

Its blossom spreads, nor cauld blast dreads, 
But may be nipt like me, Willie. 

The frienless hare is chased nae mair, 
She whids alang the lea, Willie : 

Through dewy showers the lavrock towers, 
And sings, but not for me, Willie* 

When frae thy arms, a 9 nature's charms, 
What pleasure can they gie, Willie ? 

My Spring is past, my sky o'ercast, 
It's sleepless nights iwi me, Willie* 
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Silent and shy, they now gae by, 
That used to speak wi me, Willie ; 

Nae tale, nae sang, the hale day lang — 
It's a 9 for lovin thee, Willie. 

Wi wily art ye wan my heart — 
That heart nae mair is free, Willie : 

Then, O be kind, sin 9 now it's thine ! 
I had nae mair to gie, Willie. 

But vain I've pled, for thou hast wed 
A wealthier bride than me, Willie ; 

Now nought can heal the wound I feel, . - 
But lay me down and die, Willie. 

Fareweel ye braes, and happier days ! 

By crystal windin Cree, Willie, 
When o'er my grave the green grass waves,'. 

O ! wilt thou think on me, Willie ? 



Yl2 
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THE BANKS OF TARF. 

Tune— « Sin* my Uncle* t dead,* 9 <Jr. 

Where windin Tarf, by broomy knowes, 
Wi siller waves to sant sea rowi; 
And atony a green-wood cluster grows, 
And hare-bells btoomin bonnie, O. 
Below a spread in hazle lee, 
Fa snugly hid whar nane could see. 
While blinkin love beamed frae her e'e, 
i met my bonnie Annie, O. 

Her neck was o' the snaw drap hue, 
Her lips like roses wet wi dew ; 
But O, her e'e, o' azure blue, 
Was past expression bonnie, O. 
Like threads o* gowd her flowin hair, 
That lightly wantoned wi the air ; 
But vain were a 9 my rhymin ware 
To tell the charms o' Annie, O. 
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While smilin in my arms she lay, 
She whisperin, in my ear did say, 
" O how could I survive the day, 
Should ye prove fause my Tammie, O?" 
" While spangled fish glide to the main, 
While Scotland braes shall wave wi grain, 
Till this fond heart shall break wi pain, 
1*11 ay be true to Annie, O." 

The Beltan winds blew load and lang, 
And ripplin raised the spray alang ; 
We cheerfa sat, and cheerfa sang, 
The banks of Tarf are bonnie, O. 
Though sweet is spring,, whan young and gay, 
And blythe the blinks o' summer's day ; 
I fear nae winter can Id and blae, 
If blest wi love and Annie, O. 



■- l*L 
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DARK ROLLING DEE. 



a» 



Tunb— a Banks of the Devon! 



Dark rolling Dee, with thy heath covered moun- 
tains, 
Thy wild ragged rooks by yon Mack birken glen, 
That claim'st thy supplies from the cold mossy 
fountains, 
And mingiest thy treasures with low-spreading 
Ken •• 

Scenes of my youth, where my wishes oft wander, 
Where the traces of nature my bosom first 
warmed; 
For low on thy banks, where thy waves sw£et me- 
ander, 

Spreads the low blushing rose that my fancy has 
charmed. 
How fain would 1 woo thee, sweet flower, to my 
bosom, 

And sever thy stalk from its first native stole, 

I 
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Where the kind breath of love should Invite thee to 
blossom, 
Though the chill blasts of winter around as 
should howl. 

Beauty might fade in the days of December, 
Bat the. noon-tide of friendship around ns should 
beam; 
The fervour of youth I woold fondly remember. 
And shield thy sweet blossoms by Dee's wind- 
ing stream. 
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THE BRAES OF GALLOWAY. 

... '.'..■ v * 
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O Littm, vHt «*» |Mf ir* *»i 
Aad tow* tby fima* I* ■©*«• 
Thy former fries! and ■waetlMU#%% 
And gtng wi me to Gallows' ? 

O Gallowa' braes, they wave wi broom, 
And heather-bells in bonnie bloom ; 
There's lordly seats and living braw 
Amang the braes o' Gallowa*. 

There's stately woods on mony a brae, 
Where burns and birds in concert play ; 
The waukrife echo answers a 9 , 
Amang the braes o* Gallowa 1 . 
O Gallowa' braes, they wave wi broom, <fcc. 

The simmer sfaiel Ml build for thee 
to* bonnie banks o' Dee* 
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Half circlin roan my father's ba', 
Amang the hraes o' Galiowa 9 . 
O Gallowa' braes, &c. 

When Autumn waves her flowin horn, 
And fields o' gowden grain are shorn, 
I'll bosk thee fine, In pearling braw, 
To join the dance in Gallowa 9 . 
O Gallowa 1 braes, Ac, 

At e'en, whan darkness shrouds the eight, 
And lanely langsome is the night, 
Wi tentie care my pipes I'll thraw, 
Play " A 9 the way to Galiowa'." 
O Gallowa* braes, $c. 

Should fickle fortune on ns frown, ■ : * <■ 
Nae lack o' gear our love should drown ; 
Content should shield our haddin sma', 
Amang the braes o' Gallowa." 

Come, while th# blossom's on the brobm, 
And heather-bells me bonnie bloom ; 
Come, let us be the happiest twa 
On a 9 the braes o 9 Gallowa 9 1 
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GHOST OF CRAZY JANE. 



Dirk tad dismal waf the evening; 

Homme the rmvca maked ah*y • 
Drowy fatti flew roud in cl astobrfV 






Faintly beamed tlw evening afcr* •-- « 
Round yon mouldering tower tbe ivy, 

Closely clasped, though faintly seen ; 
Highly perched, the night owl, screeching, 

Sung the dirge of Grasy Jane. - 

Hark, the hollow vaults remurmured ! 

Gasty blasts the timet shake : 
Towers did totter on their bases; 

Hungry graves did yawning gape : 
When lo I a phantom by me glided,' * 

Slowly shifting o'er the green, 
Says, " Fear me not, thou timorous stranger, . 

I'm the Ghost of Crazy Jane I 
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" Nightly from this grave I wander, 

To my Henry's lonely bed ; 
Warding off the evil genius, 

Hovering round his lovely head. 
Till that boor when death shall join us, 

Never more to part again ; 
When by my side in this lone grave, 

He'll repose with Crazy Jane. 

Fled was all that rosy colour, 

Onoe adorned her lovely cheek ; 
Those winning smiles, and dimpling graces, 

Those modest looks so softly sweet 
The lily neck, the heaving bosom, 

The graceful and majestic mien— 
A faded form, and shrouded spectra, 

Was all remained of Crazy Jane 

Loud the cock sung out the morning, 

Mild the sun beamed out the day; 
Quick she started as affrighted ! 

Says " Farewell, I must away J" 
Swift she fled on wings of morning, 

Gliding o'er the dewy scene : 
But strong imagination painted 

All the woes of Crazy Jane ! 

% 
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THE FAIRY DANCE. 

Twas one even all atone, as the fold 1 lay lend* 

When silence pervaded, and natare was still, 
Save the night-raven's whirr, where the broad oak 
was bending, 
Or the voice of the fox, as he howled on the 
hill. 
Beneath the gray hawthorn each care was con* 
founded, 
Where fancy presented the whimsical trance, 
Of hundreds of elves that me quickly sorronnded, ' 
As they skimmed o'er the moorlands to join the 
fairy dance. 

Small was their form, and their motion was lightly, 
Their beavers were white, and their vestments 
were green; J 

On their front rode* nymph, on a pied steed, so I 
sightly, 
Whose rod and deportment betokened their 
Queen. 

i 
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Loose flowed her robes, as they shone like the 
pole-streams, 
That shake o'er the sky with a quivering glance ; 
And bright shone her face, like the silvery moon's 
mild beams,. 
While thns she addressed them, to join the fairy 
dance :— * 

" Come, ye fleet elves, and ye spirits of ether. 

Now is the time that oar revels we keep, 
Brushing the dew from the low-bending heather, 

While the doll sons of earth lie involved in sleep. 
Minstrels meet, let your mode be sounding ; 

Partners be clasping— in conples advance; 
Hence with dull care ; let your joys be abounding ; 

Trip to the moonbeam the gay fairy danced 

• 

r 

Shrill sounds the pipe, still the low glens repeating, 

Meet, joined the harp, with its melody low ; 
Now airy they wheel, and now lovingly meeting, 

As gaily they flit on the light skiffing toe. 
High beat my hear t-«-bow my fancy waa cheered ; 

Methoaght that to meet them I forth did advance ; 
Bnt the melody ceased, and the scene disappeared — 

So fleeting's our joy, like the g»y fairy dance ! 
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Tern*—* VFiff j* wall He wood* trift i»r 



*• ■ . »• ■ . « . . . 



* «0 wi«*y© goto yon b^Biid^ 

Anmhg the new-Blade hay, 
. Andipait «poa ibe flowery awaiidt *• 
My ain tor M*y f ■• 

. . And sport, &c 

" The son Winks blythe on yon born side r 
Whar lambkins lightly play, 

The wild bird whistles to his mate^ 
My ain dear May. 

* The wild bird, Ac 

" The waving woods, wi mantle greea, 

Shall shield ns in the bower, 
Whar I'll pa a po*y for my May, 

O' mony a bonny flower.* 

Whar I'll pa, 6Yc. 
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€t My father maws ayont the bum, 

My mammy spina at name ; 
And should they we thee here wi me, . 

I'd better been my lane, 

And should, Ac. 

"The lightsome lammie little ken* 

What troubles it await— 
Whan ance the flush o' spring is o'er, 

The fause bird lea'es its mate. 

When ance, Ac. 

a The flowers will fade, the woods decay, 

And lose their bonny green ; 
The sun wi clouds may be overcast, 

Before that it be e'en." 

The sun, Ac. . 

" Ilk thing is in its season sweet ; 

So love is, in its noon :" 
" But cankering Time may foil the flower, 

And spoil its bonny bloom." 

Bnt cankering, Ac. 

" O, come then, while the summer shines,* 
And love is. young and gay ; 
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Ere age his withering, wintry Wast 
Blaws o'er me and my May, 

Ere age, Ac 

« For thee I'll tend the fleecy flocks, 
Or hand the balesome plough, 

And nightly clasp thee to my breast, 
And prove ay leal and true." 

And nightly, Ac. 

The blosh o'erepread her bonny face, 
She had nae mair to say, 

Bat gae her hand and walked alang, 
The yonthfa', bloomin May. 

fiat gae, &c. 
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Tune— M Swaggering roaring WUUel 



Whan first I foregathered wi Peggy 

My VeggJ and 1 were young; 
Sae bly the at the bught V the gloamin & 

My Peggy and I hae song. 
Jdy Peggy and I hae sang, 

Till the stars did blink sae hie ; 
Come weel or come woe to the biggin, 
My Peggy was dear to me. 

The stately aik stood on the mountain, 

And towered o'er the green birken shaw ; 
Ilk glentin wee flower on the meadow, 
Seemed proud o 9 beln' bnskit sae braw. 
Seemed proud o' bein bnskit sae braw 

When they saw their ain shape i 9 the Dee ; 
'Twas there that I courted my Peggy, 
Till the kirk it fell foul o* me. 
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Though love it has little to look for 

Frae the heart that's wedded to gear ; 
A wife without house or a haddin 
Oars ane look right blate like and queer. 
Gars ane baith look blate like and queer, 
But queerer when twa turns to three; 
Our friens they hae foughten and flyten, 
But Peggy's ay dear to me. 



It vexed me her sighin and sabbin, 

Now nought anist marriage would do ; 
And though that our prospects were dreary* . 
What could I but e'en buckle to 9 
What could I but e'en buckle to, 

And dight the saut tear frae her e'e ? 
The warl's a wearifu wister ; 
Bat Peggy's ay dear to me. 
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THE TEAR HANG IN HIS E'E. 

Tune—" Logan Braet" 

O ! Pale, pate rose the April mora, 
My sodger lad frae me was torn ; 
Tben honour's name was hard to dree ; 
The parting tear hong in his e'e. 
Bat load the pealing trumpet sang, 
And load the warlike cymbals clang ; 
Tben honour's faase name rained me, 
Althoagh the love-tear blin't his e*e. 

'Twas no his locks of amber brown, 
His manly limbs in armour bound $ 
His gracefa snawie arched brow, 
His dimpled cheek sae sweet to view, 
Nor buddin lips, that gae delight, 
Half shieldin teeth of ivory white ; — 
Bat 'twas his glance that rained 
The lovely language o' his e'e. 
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Now be hai found a foreign grave, 
Far, far ayont the roaring wave. 
Within yon luckless ravaged land, 
Wi thousands on Corunna's strand. 
In fancying sleep, how aft I've seen 
His rising grave that grows sae green. 
Then starting, waked wi tearfa e'e ! 
For O, he's canld and far frae me. 

Nae mair the flowers in wreaths we'll twine, 
Wi which my brows he used to bin' ; 
Nae gay attire my. breast can east ^ 
Alas, there's nane I wish to please 1 
Though sair's my heart, 1 lo'e the pain, 
And sweet's the tear that's shed alan< 
And dear's the pledge he gae to me, 
That day the tear hung in his e'e* 
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THE BANKS OF FLEET. 

Tune—" O'er the Mtdr among the Heather. 90 

I sing the bonny banks o' Fleet, 

Where Natnre spreads her various treasure; 
Frae f raits and flowers of every hue, 

To berries blae, and craps o 1 heather. 
Thy peebled shores and sea-girt isles, 

Thy far-famed woods and views sae mony ; 
Thy hills and towers where simmer smiles, 

Thy strappin lads, and lasses bonny. 

Thy winding banks and flowery dells, 

With bloomin fields around in order ; 
Where commerce spreads her flowin sails, 

Auld Card'ness towers o'erlook thy border. 
Upon thy banks a borough stands, 

Sae feat and healthy, few's completer; 
If search through Scotia's southern strands, 

Nane's shieled sae biel, nor shaws aught sweeter. 
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Carstramon waves his leafy looks, 

Amidst the meads where flowers are springing; 
And shields wi woods his furrowed rocks, 

Where lightsome birds are blythly singing. 
The Rnscoe ruins, nodding gray, 

Where Gordons gay ance blythely ranted ; 
And wild woods spreading o'er the brae, 

By nature's ruleless hand been planted. 

At distance Cairnsmuir rears his form, 

The hoary snaw his haffets wrappin ; 
His dark brows brave the wintry storm — 

A blue-mist bonnet co'ers his tappin. 
Fain would I sing each noble name, 

Where kindness blends wi wealth her traces ; 
But deeds surpass the poet's pen, 

As native smiles do borrowed graces. 

Farewell, ye bonny banks o' Fleet, 

Where nature spreads out a' her treasure ; 

Frae fruits and flowers o 9 every hue, 
To berries blae, and craps o' heather. 



_ 1 m . _ 
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ANNANDALE ROBIN. 

Tune— « Woo'd and Married and a*." 

Young Robin had been at the marked 
And hired himsel wi Craigfast; 
Forbye the wee drap in his noddle. 
Had got «' the wages he atiked. 
He, wha had been totmed out wi tenants, 
Would soon be head man to the laird— 
A point at baith shearin and mawin, 
And bigg a 1 the ricks i' the yard. 

It's right ay for lads to live canty, 

And lasses, till they get a man ; 

For foots to be social and sober ; 

And ay as content as they can. 

The moor-hugs were wide— bat he sten'd them, 
He staptnae for stick nor for stane; 
Till down by the soroggs o 9 Congailly, 
He met bonny Bet a' her lane. 

2a 
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Ae lock on the back o' anilher : 
He lang wished her kindness to seek ; 
Nae scene could be sweeter for wooin 9 
What time was he fitter to speak ? 

It's right ay for lads to live canty, &e. 

" Stay still, tell us where yeVe J>een damdering,— 
For me I hae been at the town t ~ ~ 
See sic a braw knowe there forenent us, 
Would maist tempt a saint to sit down. 
Hech me ! but its lang since I saw yoo* m 
And vow ! ye*re grown gaudy and grand; 
The chiels will sae pester and plague ye, 
For peace sake ye maun tak a man." 

It's right ay for lads to live canty! Ac. 

But Bet looket blate like and bashfu, 
She sighed and said naething ava ; 
Hang her head— rowed a strae roun her finger, 
Gar'd Robin aye closer to draw. 
He prest her, he courted, he clapped, 
Snapt a kiss, for it weel on was dark ; 
Whan, to crown a' his hopes in a hurry, 
She haflins said aye in a hark. 

It's right ay for lads to live canty, <fcc. 
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Ay lyin ane's lane soon grows dowie? 
Sae Robin thought lang for a spouse ; 
Farewell to the freaks o' the market, 
The lang wage and hraw gentle house. 
The auld fouks were couthy and kindly, 
The bridal was hurried aff han ; 
Sae kindly** they saddled tbegither, 
But houses, or haddin, or Ian. 

It's right ay for lads to liv? canty, <fec. 

But wha can tell bow things may alter, 

Or what a half year brings about ; 

Fd^ Robin turned dowfier and duller, 

As Betty began to speak out* 

She cries out for this and for that thing, 

Like a bell through his lug her tongue twangs ; 

And ay siken matches she might haen, 

While he sits as dumb as the tangs. 

'■* - lt s % right ay for lads to live canty, <&c. 
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SONG. 

r 

BjT. a 

Turn— " Jackson's Cog? the Marmot* 

O ! comb my dear lassie wi me to the green. 
The clover does bad and the daisy is seen — 
Remember the promise that ye made yestseen. 

To tak a walk oat V the mornin: 
The son's gouden beam saftly gildeth the morn ; 
The birds sweetly chantin their notes frae the thorn: 
The dew draps are hingin sae clear on the corn, 

And sweet smells the flowers i' the mornin. 

Yet still there is something that's dearer to me : 
The rose o' thy cheek, and the blink o' thy e'e. 
Through ilk cross and care they aye comfort would 

And cheer me baith e'enin and mornin: 
* The king wi his crown, or the dnke wi his star, 
May elbow for honour or counsel for war : 
Sic cares bring bat crosses — I'm happier fat 
When walkin wi you i' the mornin. 
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The beauties o* Simmer can please while 'tis May, 
Yet how frail is their form, and how short is their 

stay? 
So youth wi its blossoms, will shortly decay — 

E'en thy charms will bnt last like the mornin : 
Bat wat ye what pleasures the bosom can yield, 
When love's saft impression true friendship has 

. -sealed, 
Frae the canld blasts o' fortune 'twould ay be a bield, , 

And cheer uaboHh e*eiiin and mornin * 



. . .» 
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SONG 

ON THE 

ABDICATION OF BONAPARTE. 



»• 



Tune—* WUUe was a wanton wa& 

Now blushing Spring in maiden pride, 

From surly Winter wons the day ; 
Love trims bis bow-string by ber side, 

And tones bis universal lay* 
The birken bosh, the balmy dawn ~ 

Are sweet and mild, and fair to see ; 
Bat dearer far to captive man, 

Are Peace, and Health, and Liberty. 



Fell war no more will thin the land 

With fiery brand and withering breath ; 

Peace waves around her magic wand, 
And breaks the instruments of death f 

See, where the war-worn soldiers come, 
Once more to view their native plains ! 
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With joy they hail their friends—their Home, 
tad bless the hands that burst their chains 1 

Let Bourbon lilies lift their head, 

And spread their blossoms to the day ! 
The Red Rose round its odour shed, 

And let the harp of Erin play I 
8eOTU, bring thon thy symbol forth ! 

What though. thy crest's bnt hamely gear, 
The hardy Thistle of the North 

Has oft times stemmed the tide of weir I 

Now well may Pride her lesson Iear%. 

And dread a brother's blood to spill ;~ 
And well may alt that Voice discern. 

Which bids the sons of men be still? 
Yet tttough the. proud, the great, are low,. 

His eagles fail no more to rise— 
We tread not on the vanquished foe, 

Bat learn by others to be wisb l 



284 



SONG 

FOR THE 

NORTH BRITON'S SOCIETY, 

HVERPOOL. 

TtrNB— " Andrew wi his cutty gun. 9 * '* 

CHORUS. 

Blythe, blythe and merry we'll be, 

Blyth* and merry an* and a' ; 

This is but ae night in oar lives, 

And wha could grudge though it were twa. 

November win's blaw loud and chill, 

The bird chirms o'er the leafless tree ; _ 

The wintry blast is oomin fast, 

And loudly roars the restless sea : 

Yet blythe, blythe and merry we'll be, 
Cauld and care we'll fling awa ; 
This is, &c. 

We're met to drink our mither's health, 
Yon carlin by the heugh and cairn ; 
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What though auld Scotland's hills be Weak, 
She's fostered mony a wally bairn. 

Sae blythe, blytbe and merry we'll be, 

Scotia's sons we're ane and a' ; 

This is, Ac. 

« 

It makes na here for garb or gear, 
We look to mind and manly worth ; 
Dishonour blast the pridefn wight, 
Wba scorns his friens or land o f birth : 

Doll, doll and dowie be he, 

Goat and vapours ronn him draw ; 

Thus let him hoard his worthless wealth, 

And social mirth be far awa. 

Far foreign climes may shew their vines, 
Their myrtle bowers, or orange tree ; 
As proud oar doughty thistle waves, 
For Caledon has ay been free. 

Blythe, blythe and merry are we, 

Liberty's the best o't a', 

This is, Ac. 

O leeze me on her lanely glens, 

Whar gashing floods roar o'er the linn ; 



Btjfaa, btythe and Wanss*t> saw thwy 



By broody Orr v or birJten Dee, 

Sie mM en sooth the festering Bind, 

Aboon a* yliMiwii art cm fie. 

Blytbe, hlyfhe awl sserry are we; 

The keart aye bows to natere's law; 

This is, 



England kas damghters fair and gay, 
Sssootk, red and white, as maids need be; 
Bat aft they want the native notes 
And speaking glance o' F lectin's e'e. 

Blytbe, Wythe and bonny are they; 

Here's Scotland lasses ane and a* ; 

LiStS, &C 



Here's Byron's health, the chief o' bards, 
Here's Barns' ssessory, (three tistes three,) 
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Wi a the rest o* tanefa' train, 
Viae Homer down to hamely me. 

Blythe, blythe aftd merry were they; 

fill your glasses, toast them a 9 ; 

Unto the last night o' our Uvea 

We winna let their memory fa 9 . 



THE END. 
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